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One unusual thing about editing Plan B is the way 
that themes seem to gradually coalasce as the 
issue takes shape. I could claim it's the result of 
an elaborate editorial grand plan, but more 
truthfully it's just synchronicity playing its hand. 
In Joseph Stannard's amusing and comprehensive 
Sparks feature, he describes them as "a force 
against nature", black sheep in an American rock 
culture that prizes passion and authenticity and 
distrusts effeteness, ambiguity, and intellectual 
decadence. Elsewhere, though, we have bands 
with a far closer connection to nature: Effi Briest, 
shamanic Brooklyn punks whose philosophy of 
ecofeminism traces lines between personal 
liberation and the natural world; meanwhile. 
Shearwater finds former Okkervil River man 
Jonathan Meiburg's attempt to capture the 
wonder and scale of nature through his maudlin, 
graceful chamber music. 

Elsewhere, we have musicians using sound and 
art to exorcise personal demons. In You May Need 
A Murderer, a documentary film about Minnesota's 
Low, Alan Sparhawk talks candidly about his 
mental breakdown, an episode thatfound him 
wake up one day and decide he was the Antichrist. 
Emily Bick's interview with Sparkhawk avoids 
the obviously prurient angle, but Sparkhawk's 
neuroses linger through the piece as subtext, 
lending his visions of Apocalypse and the end 
times an uncomfortable resonance. And it's a 
privilege to feature the first interview in over 
20 years from Rudimentary Peni. Nick Blinko's art, 
lyrics and prose deal unflinchingly with his personal 
experience of mental illness, medication, and 
incarceration. It's a fascinating story of genuine, 
visionary outsiders, and one rarely told -which is, 
of course, what attracted us in the first place. 

A big thanks, too, to End Of The Road, who 
have curated this month's cover CD. Feels a bit 
funny to be anticipating the end of the festival 
season before it's even rightfully begun, but if 
previous summers are anything to go by, the 
next few months should be spent in a giddy whirl 
of bus and train travel, heavy bags, heavier music, 
and absolutely no free weekends. First stop is my 
second visit to Bristol's reliably excellent Venn, 
which should be taking place right around the 
time you pluck this magazine fresh off the shelf. 
As I understand, publisher Frances Morgan is 
co-helming some sort of pub quiz, so I suggest 
you get swotting up with yr obscure Krautrock 
knowledge. See you there, I hope. 
Louis Pattison 



Exactly a year ago I was in a pretty scary place, yo. 
I had, perhaps foolishly, signed on some months 
earlier to write a biography of Sonic Youth, despite 
never having written anything longer than a 
7,000 word MOJO cover feature before. My 
deadline was perilously short, my word-count was 
seemingly epic, and my few hours of sleep each 
night haunted by fear-fuelled dreams of failure and 
humiliation. Great days. . . 

Only, actually, they were. It's only now that I can 
really look back on the experience with anything 
close to a level perspective, my mind no longer 
fogged and rocked by a schedule that had me 
staying up till 3am every night, conducting phone 
interviews with obscure punk and counter-cultural 
heroes in the States, snaffling a little sleep before 
waking at Sam the following morning to begin 
transcribing the tapes, slowly building the 
chapters from skeletal sketches to full-blown 
polemics, and fleshing outforthe page all the 
weird and remarkable characters I was meeting 
along the way. That was the truest joy of the 
experience, perhaps even moreso than finally 
getting to hold the finished book in my hands 
months later. Some potential sources never 
replied to my interview requests, some turned 
me down flat (including one crotchety NYC noise 
head who said he was tired of existing as a 
footnote in Sonic Youth's story, but would be up 
for my writing a book on /7//T? instead), but those 
who did often proved to be luminous sorts, 
whose reminiscences and ruminations kept 
me electrified in those wee hours: early SY 
drummer Jim Sclavunos, a droll and dry raconteur 
recalling his "hatefuck deflowering" by Lydia 
Lunch; Lunch herself, recalling herteen years 
lost in a dark, dingy and crumbling New York; 
iconic Minuteman Mike Watt, an irrepressibly 
enthusiastic force of nature; Paul Smith, founder 
of Blast First Records, who recounted SY's early 
European assaults with dewy-eyed affection and 
infectious excitement. . . 

A year ago, I sent the final draft of the text to 
my publisher, locked my door and took to my bed, 
to watch Entourage and Arrested Development 
DVDs, only rising to feed the cat and collect pizzas 
from the delivery boy, entirely burned out. Was it 
worth it? There's an extract later in this magazine, 
so you can make your own mind up. I'm off to 
LA this week, to begin work on my next one, about 
the glorious Black Flag ... I think I've got a taste 
forthis sort of thing now. 
Stevie Chick 
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Broken Social Scene Presents- 
Kevin Drew - Spirit If... 
Album out now 
"A brilliant lo-fi beauty" 
7/10 NME 
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Coming later in 2008, new albums from O'Death, Calexico and Lambcho 
For free mp3's of all these releases visit www.cityslang.com 
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Zooey Deschanel and M.Ward 
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The four boys of Wild Beasts aren't concerned with being of the modern, or being of the renaissance, 

being baggy pantsed or being tight pantsed, being in a scene or being in a place. 

Wild Beasts' music, being what it is, just is. 

CD I LP I DOWNLOAD | 16th JUNE 

The single THE DEVIL'S CRAYON available 30th June on 7" & Digital Download 

www.wild-beasts.co.uk | www.myspace.com/wildbeasts | www.dominorecordco.com 
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Laurie Anderson 

The Barbican, London 

In the end, the best stories win. It's not about the 
techniquesof storytelling (unless that's part of 
the story) -the best stories are the simplest, the 
most malleable, the ones that can twist through 
centuries and languages, political and sartorial 
fashions. Like gold, you bite them and they stay 
true. Laurie Anderson has always been a master 
storyteller, and damn ifshe doesn't know it. Her 
stories can defend themselves: they bite back. 

For someone so known for theatrical, 
digital manipulation of sound and light, 
Laurie Anderson's Homeland tour is surprisingly 
stripped down. She and her backing musicians 
array themselves in sombre chairs across a stage 
strewn with small lights like candles, or fireflies 
on a back-porch summer night. There are no 
projections, no neon-lightning flashes of an 
electrified violin bow or rictus grin. 



Afew hours earlier, Anderson showed 
a programme of some of her short films. 
Afterwards, she answered questions f roj 
audience. The films from the Eighties -rt 
ServiceAnnouncements about the national 
debt, dialogues with a male dwarf clone, 
mock art-star interviews (alongside videos for 
'O Superman' and 'Sharkey's Day') are exuberant 
extravaganzas of bluescreen technology 
in a meta-optimist Eighties palette of Fifties 
Fiestaware colours and Pee-Wee's Playhouse set 
designs. These days, she explained, screens were 
omnipresent (seriously -few US airport lounges, 
bars, or even petrol pumps are free of screens of 
lacquered newsreaders bleating faux-concern 



over rolling stock ticker-tape). So that kind of 
work no longer functioned. 

Laurie Anderson's genius is to fight the 
storiesthattalkatyou with stories that talk to 
you - dropping unnecessary tools as soon as the 
enemy takes them up. 

This could explain why onstage in 2008, she 
opens with a story of millions of birds circling 
a landless earth. They have no history until 
one bird takes on the body - and memory - of 
another. What an awesome move -setting up 
stories from ancient Greek drama to take on 
contemporary American propaganda. 

She rarely uses the voice filters that she's 
pioneered over the last few decades. 'Only An 
Expert' is a song she's been touring for a few 
years now. She sings it through a filter she calls 
"the voice of authority" and ties Boolean if/then 
knots of increasing ridiculousness around what 
problems so-called experts can and cannot solve. 

d Guy' uses the voice of imagined terrorists 

] turns them into farcical monsters under 
Ehe bed. Later, she flattens her ever-calm voice 
further into a shrug, a parody of a whatever, 
and assumesthetone of the pixel-tweaked 
mannequins that loom from the magazine 
covers and billboards that don't star Fox News- 
style talking heads. She describes their dull 
menace, several stories high: "They say... who 
cares? We're the underwear gods. " 

Butthen,likethe show itself, she goes 
beyond these screens of the present to what 
came before: Westerns, films with their longer 
narratives that demand the scope of the cinema 
screen and its surround sound - as well as its 



communal seating (there's irony here too: think 
of the bogus dude-ranch mythology behind 
Bush's cowboy hats and jeans - staged for small 
screens, intended to atomise). Her pleas for 
someone to notice that, "There's trouble! Out 
atthe mines! Trouble!" are heartbreaking -who 
will come? (Think of Bush reading to children as 
the towers fell.) 

In that wonderfully calm voice, she riffs on 
Tom Paine writing Common Sense, as "the first 
American Bestseller... a book of questions" (an 
earlier piece praised the US national anthem 
forthe same reason). In this show, Anderson 
repositions questioning and dialogue as a form 
of patriotism that is truer and more powerful 
(for being more engaging) than this week's two- 
minute hate. Even her choice of instrumentation 
is conversational -drawing on bluegrassy 
instrumentation, with the odd stacks of North 
African drone, or the Mongolian overtones and 
harmoniesshe'stinkered with since the Nineties. 

Aftershe (deliberately) runs out of words, 
and the audience out of applause, she is back 
again with her violin, and plays in such a frenzy 
that the sound crackles like St. Elmo's fire above 
scorched earth. In the space of an afternoon, 
we've traveled from FX-detachmentand blue- 
screen whizzbangery back to stories which in 
turn gave way to sound, and then - communal 
silence. 

One song was a plea for stillness - describing 
a landscape covered with snow as her idea of 
paradise. The quiet, the calm, is all that we're 
left with - but together we can listen for true 
stories. 
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Motorpsycho Little Lucid Moments Skyphone Avellaneda 

Compact disc and double long player (180g vinyl, heavyweiglit gatefold sleeve) Compact disc 
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thank you 

Words: Daniel Barrow 

Photography: Peter Quinn 



The members of Thank You- Jeffrey McGrath, Michael Bouyoucas and Emmanuel 
Nicolaidis- met while working atTheCharles, an art-house movie theatre in 
Baltimore. "I think we thought we were three reasonable people amongst 
hilarious jerks and bastard people... probably still do," Michael says now. 

Indeed: Thank You look intelligent, urbane, mature (at least by the juvenile 
standards of 'alternative' culture), and certainly not the types responsible for the 
agitated dynamics and scratchy, broken glass textures of Terrible Two, their new 
album (and first for veteran indie label Thrill Jockey). Reviews for their first, last 
year's World City, invoked the spirits of no wave and post-punk, the patron 
saints of anxiety, death-wish nihilism and musical affront: The Fire Engines, The 
Contortions, Mars. A perfect example of how narrow the music press' frames 
of reference are. C/Yy Paper reviewer Jess Harvell's other suggestions, put in as 
afterthoughts, lead somewhere closer: the fiercely inclusive Art Ensemble Of 
Chicago, the alien rhythms and colours of various non-Western musics, the 
angular, energy-saturated structures of The Ex. 

Forming a couple of years after meeting, the band got to know "almost 
every band or musician in Baltimore", eventually putting out their debut on local 
label Wildfire Wildfire. They had already amassed a reputation for live shows 
that are, in Michael's words, "completely overwhelming and psychotic- in the 
best way possible" . And though their work might be outwardly anxious and 
challenging, on stage they have "the most immediate and penetrating rapport 
possible. . .not just within the band, but with the people watching and listening, 
as well", something that comes over in the electric-shock urgency, telepathic 
interplay and deft structural tricks of their recordings. 

Their polyamorous relationship with music has been the binding force in the 
band's friendship since they first met: "We all love music so much. . .and it grows 



'If you want to use an 
instrument just buy it 
-andgettoworic' 



and changes all the time -there's no limit to what we like...we turn each other 
on to different things, and make CDs and tapes for each other all the time. 
There's way too much throughout history to fall in love with." Beginning from 
the position of music fans, rather than practitioners gave the band the courage 
to try what they like. Often, not knowing any better is the best route to new 
sounds, something the splintered timbres and structures -think Minutemen's 
turn-on-a-dime segues - of Terrible Two testifies to. Its unconventional 
approach extends to lyrics (studiously minimal, delivered in off-mic shouts and 
chants) and arrangements (whistles, organ, sampler and percussion in addition 
to the standard bass/guitar/drums). Each member plays at least two 
instruments. "Our mindset is if you want to use an instrument in a song you 
just buy it - and get to work. I didn't have the faintest idea what to do with 
them before I bought them." 

Much of the inheritance of the no wave and noise-rock that soaks into Thank 
You is a practised sneer of obliquity that cloaks a lack of any real content or 
emotion; by contrast, the band's work is welcoming and accessible -just on 
their own terms. The lyrics, Michael insists, are "not nonsense", just "cryptic 
enough to be interpreted any way the listener sees fit - every part of that album 
has an emotion behind it, and resonates with us personally. Every lyric, guitar, 
organ and drum part has something of ourselves invested in it. " Listening to 
a test pressing, he was struck by " how panicked it sounded " , but feels that 
"there's also some great joy and hope in there too" - and, indeed, there are 
some moments of real wracked beauty, from 'Embryo Imbroglio', where 
serrated treble guitars duck nimbly around vocal chants and a rhythm section 
out of /\g/7arta-era Miles Davis, to the closing title track, which begins with 
organs that sound as if beamed in from space, and rises through thrashing 
percussion to a melancholic motorik swirl (" Every time we play it or I hear it I get 
this incredible sinking feeling".) 

The song titles and lyrics are connected by a theme of pregnancy and 
children ("completely subconscious", apparently); since finishing it, "unusual 
things have happened in our lives concerning birth", from Jeff becoming a 
prospective uncle to label owner Bettina getting pregnant with twins. There's 
no tiresome avant-punk misanthropy here, just a celebration of the possibilities 
of life and sound. Love and reasonableness, in other words. 

www.myspace.com/wethankyou 
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Punk is dead but you love it anyway. You 
love to get out there in the pit and jerk it 
around and bang your chicken head until it 
snaps. You want your working week to be 
all whiplash and tinnitus.You want all of the 
grind, but none of the mess; you don't dig 
on facial tattoos and saliva and flying 
bottles; you don't want to scuff your white 
canvas sneakers, or rip yr skinny jeans, or 
break your Buddy Holly glasses. 

So listen: you're going to love We Are 
The Physics. Everyone else seems to, but 
then, what's notto like: angular robot- 
dancing punks with knowingly clevah song 
titles ('Pylons And Other Modern Art', 'Fear 
of Words', 'Drawing Anarchy Signs on Your 
Pencil Case is Redundant' and 'You Can Do 
Athletics, BTW' -which is "about upgrading 
people so that they're all physically equal."). 
Maybe they sound likeDevo, or a post-ironic 
Linkin Park, and in every interview I've read, 
the band-three Michaelsand a Chris-tell 
anyone who's listening how crap, rubbish 
and shit their album. We Are The Physics Are 
OK At Music, is. Why would a band say that 
their first (lauded) album is a pile of shit? 
"It's the Glaswegian sense of humour, I think 
-there's no ego in the band at all, and we all 
feel like we're having such a good time 
writing and playing that bigging it up any 
furtherthan that would be dishonest. It may 
have something to do with the fact it was 
finished and recorded a year ago, so we're a 
bit bored of it - and we know we've got 
better songs waiting." 

Which is great news. Because this album 
isn't crap, rubbish, or shit: it's slick, jerky and 
hip, even though you can't help thinking 
how much better they'd be playing live, 
with the grind and the tinnitus and the 
whistles and bells. I've listened carefully to 
thatalbum, and I've come to the conclusion 
that these guys, despite their self- 
depreciation, are no hobbyists. Their licks 
are tight and clean, like their pants, and 
they take it seriously enough to bother with 
rarefied titles and syncopated breaks. "The 
way we play and write feels quite organic to 
us, so it's surprising when people react nicely 
to it! To us itjustfeels like we're a shonky 
hobby band!" 

Not quite, though. Not entirely. 

"While we genuinely believe we're a 
decent band, the fact that we claim to be 
just OK is also a shameless attempt to get a 
major record deal since they only seem to 
release mediocre shite." 

www.myspace.com/wearethephysics 




daedelus 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Illustration: Kai Wong 



Hey. Speccy. Get your feet off my coffee table, your 
neck out of yr arse and get a heads up. You don't 
have to dig Daedelus. In fact, the sporadical 'lectro 
god from LA kinda hopes you hate his astonishing 
new opus Love To Make Music To. 

"All of the albums I've ever really ended up 
loving, I've hated at first. I like records you have 
a relationship with, sometimes stormy, but 



'Feel is everything. 
The rest is just colour' 



unforgettable. We're kind of being tutored by the 
industry at the moment not to have that kind of 
relationship, to use music and move on. I like records 
that come back at you until you can't resist. " 

Daedelus (known to the postman as Alfred 
Darlington) has been knocking out wonder-on-wax 
for nigh-on a decade now. After startling releases 
on Mush, Plug Research, Hefty, Tigerbeat6, and 
Eastern Developments (check out his work with 
Busdriver, as well -the riotous Denies The Days 
Demise). Love To Mal<e Music To finds him on Ninja 
Tune and letting loose the most confident, instant- 
hit noise of his life. 

"Spending a lot more time in Europe DJ-ing 
in the small hoursforthekindoffucked-up, pilled- 
up audiences who demand your music is all over the 
place, being way happier with the label I'm on - it's 



all contributed to more confidence, I think, even 
though I'm still amazed anyone gets to hear what 
Ido. Whatyou have to learn making music by 
yourself is that it's not just about getting enough 
tracks together to call it an album. It's having a 
reason to create, something you need to express. 
Feel is everything. The rest is just colour." 

This is borne out as soon as the din hits your 
tympanic membrane: the freshness of this 
mentalist-melange of hip-hop, avant-electro, bass- 
heavy robo-funk, drum'n'bass and jazz is in its 
willingness to be personal, intuitive, imperfect. 

" Because when an idea's done, it's done, it's 
dead, it's over. Once I visualize what I want, I have 
to nail it quickly and be kind of dissatisfied with it. 
So long as I'm feeling the emotional content." 

This is no hermetically isolated sonic-Pollock 
though -the collaborations that pop-off are always 
more than the sum: having worked with MF Doom, 
Mike Ladd, CYME, Laura Darling, Prefuse 73, and 
the mighty TTC on previous albums. Love To 
Mal<e. . .sees the Sa-Ra production crew join in the 
surge and spin magic into the stew. It's not 
surprising when he says the first record to blow his 
mind was Acen's 'Trip II The Moon'- his sensibility 
clearly comes from that nutsoid moment when rave, 
hip-hop and d'n'b were grabbing everything they 
could and ram-raiding it into the rush. 

"The thing you learn from Public Enemy, and 
a lot of the music from that era, is that it isn't just 
about getting the right samples, it's about breaking 
them up, smashing them apartto get closer to the 
sound of your own head. There's a little bit too 
much politeness in musicatthemoment-a little bit 
too much music that just seems to want to enter 
storage, be 'respected' - rock musicians wanting to 
sound as artificial as electronic music; electronic 
musicians wanting to sound like authentic bands. 
None of it reaches through and moves you. " 

Love To Mal<e Music To doesn't give you a 
choice. Listen. Move. Welcome joy back. And that 
coffee table's getting stomped to sawdust. This 
summer, if you ain't dancing, you're dying. 

www.myspace.com/daedelusdarling 
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sally Shapiro 

Words: Ben Mechen 
Illustration: Anke Weckmann 






Sally Shapiro makes my heart flutter. On the cover 
of her first record, Disco Romance, the snow is 
weighing down the leaves on the tree behind, 
collecting to form a bright white ski-run down her 
eyebrows. It's perfect, a portrait of the artist doing 
nothing much atall...no layers to unravel, no hint 
of studied glare. Just someone shivering and 
laughing because it's bloody cold out and they're 
bloody well trying to take a picture of her for the 
cover of the bloody record again. 

This is the whole thing about Sally -she's more 
'like you' than any pop singer you've been told is 
'like you' before. She holds down a normal job - 
singing isn'tfull-time, she reminds me, "it's just a 
hobby. " You look everywhere for more information 
about her, and you come back with the same few 
titbits everyone else knows - there's no barrage of 
press-packed arcana. This disorientating sensation 
of factual absence is much like Googling yourself - 
that Friday afternoon reminder of your crushing 
un-famousness. 

Except Sally is famous. Sort of, anyway. She's 
become a blog pin-up ("Flattering," she says). 
Everyone from Pitchfork to nu-disco fellow travellers 
like Lindstrom and Glass Candy is in love with her. 
Indeed, she and Johan (Agebjorn, friend first, 
producer and songwriter second) are so popular 
that they managed to enlist 20 producers to put 
together a collection of reinterpretations of their 
work, the recently released Remix Romance. Sally 
is Big News, and yet, it seems, we know hardly 
anything about her at all. 

So, if it's clear that most is meant to remain 
a mystery, what are we supposed to know? Well, 
that she's in that long line of Swedish voices 



stretching from Agnetha Faltskog to Robyn, that her 
and Johan make gorgeously coy ice-rink Italo-pop, 
but most of all that she's just really, really shy. Really 
shy. As Johan reveals, "I'm still not even allowed into 
the studio when she sings." 

It's this fear of the limelight, of looking vain or 
making a mistake in front of other people, that 
brings her and her audience together (even though 
the only place she hears from them is "a bit through 
MySpace"). We like her because we're all like that 
most of the time, and like her, sometimes we're not 
and we want to go out and forget about being 
embarrassed, but still wake up in the morning shy 
again, back to normal. So when Sally lets her voice 
jump and glide over Johan's lambent, primary- 
coloured synths she is the wallflower suddenly 
blooming rightthere in the middle of the 



'It's just a hobby' 



dancefloor, stretching upwards to make shadow 
puppets with the lights, and we just know how she 
feels. Like she says, "Who doesn't want to be told 
that you're great" sometimes? 

I ask Johan how he and Sally started working 
together. " I never intended to start a vocal Italo 
project," he replies, "but Sally's voice is so warm, 
tender and innocent. " When did he first hear it? 
"When we sang Christmas carols together in front 
of the piano. " That seems about right to me. 

Finally, I ask a question she seems familiar with. 
She and Johan (as you might expect by now) never 
play live. Would success force her to reconsider? 
Money? "Sometimes Johan asks me if there's 
something that would make me change my mind," 
she ponders, "...and then Ijustsay no, anyway." 

www.johanagebjorn.info 




"Everything is inspiring ifyousitdown and think 
about it long enough. Like when you say one word 
over and over, and it starts to lose all meaning and 
just becomes sound." 

As if to prove Robin Pecknold wrong, his band 
Fleet Foxes' music becomes more meaningful the 
more that you listen to it. Listen to their new, 
eponymously titled debut album for Bella Union over 
and over and it all makes sense. What begins as 
crystalline harmonies over simple guitar lines, 
burgeons upon a second listen into a complex dressing 
of a song: a thousand layers, keeping it warm, keeping 
it heartfelt. 

What first attracted you all to each other? 

" None of us take anything too seriously. . .the main 
compulsion in the band is to have a good time." 

Have you come from a musical community, 
or are you loner sailors? 

"The Seattle music community is amazing! No 
sense of competition, just pure support from everyone 
for everybody (in my experience). It's a really inspiring 
place to be - we'd hate to be loner sailors. Bands from 
Seattle like the Cave Singers, Past Lives, Throw MeThe 

'We'd hate to be 
loner sailors' 

Statue and so many others inspire us as folks and 
musicians - 1 would recommend this place to 
anybody." 

How do the physical surroundings of where 
you come from affect your music? 

"Speaking for myself- and probably everybody 
else in the band - for the longest time I was living 
in this fairly dark apartment. It was on the ground 
floor, so I always had to have all the blinds drawn, 
and since it was right next to the garbage cans, 
I usually had to have the windows closed too. 
So I guess that place inspired some feeling of escape 
that made it into the music. It's nice to get out of 
town for a few days and write songs, but I think 
you can be creative anywhere. We don't need 50 lit 
candles in the shape of a pentagram on a bear skin 
rug to eke out a melody." 

What scares you - and what do you think 
this says about you? 

"As a big music geek kid, growing up, I came to the 
conclusion that once you hit a certain age you lose all 
your musical prowess; it's all downhill after a certain 
point. When I was 1 4, 1 was thinking things like 'Brian 
Wilson was 24 when he did Pet Sounds. If I don't start 
now I'll never beat that' or stupid things like that. It all 
seems fairly silly now. I think the scariest (in a good 
way) thing I could imagine would be to be alone on 
a sailboat days away from land. I hope I get to do 
that someday." 

www.myspace.com/fleetfoxes 

pldnb|15 



the void 



the voyage out 

Words: Jessica Hopper 




Wisdom + raw power 

= Evangelista's escape velocity 




its and 

howls through a bare-all sermon, and leaves 
us hanging with a known truth: "I never was 
iv/70 /seemed to be". Throughout the Nineties, 
Bozulich did time in two polar bands -psycho- 
sexual Ethyl Meatplow, and the curdled country 
ensemble Geraldine Fibbers. Both of them 
were LA bands of the time, in the time. 

Since then, Bozulich has flitted with one- 
offs and collabs, striking out with a solo album, 
Evangelista, on Constellation nigh three years 
ago; a visceral expression of her true artistic 
measure - batten down the hatches, feedback 
and wretched incantation, hope springing 
eternal in the pain. Herfollow-up, witha band 
in her charge, known now as Evangelista, puts 
a fine point on her intent. She's showing us 
who she was all along. 

Why be 'solo' as opposed to starting up 
another band? 

"I finally have a band now. That includes 
my closest collaborator in recent years, Tara 
Barnes. She is a princely cat-dandy. I really don't 
like playing solo at all. The feeling of playing 



and hearing someone else ^^^^^Bg it unfold 
split second by split second iHillllfexciting 
to me. I've changed the name of the project 
from Caria Bozulich to Evangelista to give my 
bandmates room to carve their own space." 

What was the first song off this record 
to come to you? Did it come out like you 
dreamed it? 



'Most people want 
hyper-intensity only 
when it comes with 
a disclaimer' 



"'Hello, Voyager' was definitely first. A long 
time ago I asked my friend and fave drummer, 
Ches Smith, what he didn't want people to 
know about him. We talked about it a lot and 
then performed a large improv piece at the 
WalkerArt Museum in Minneapolis. After that 
I was thinking a lot about the things I love 
about Crash Worship, the now-defunct, mostly 



drums and fire band from San Diego. I started 
pounding a little drum at shows. 

"As the shows went on I got to ranting. 
I was off into this territory of digging into 
howwe are compromising -swimming ^ 
blindly through waste and sexism, racism 
and economic elitism and, you know, the 
environment into Armageddon. Your run-of- I 
the-mill end of the human race, for which there 
is no one to blame but us for letting it happen. 
I thought about what it would be liketotryto , 
make the most of those last sickly days or hours 
by letting down the airs that we walk around | 
with and staking a claim on what's left. I guess 
t a sucker for a good story." 
lat separates your Evangelista work 
om the rest of the records you've made? 

"Evangelista is a group of fighters - 
hardcore pony princes on a different dirty 
throne every night in a different dirty town, 
fighting for sound and love and your right to 
crawl inside and shake to the low hum of the 
rumbling in your spine. Evangelista is a force 
inside a body open so wide that you can dip 
into it or dive inside. You can drink from it/her. 
You can gain strength. You can steal sound 
from the walls and move all the way from 
rumbling angerto the quiet pulse of a last 
breath - and you don't have to be scared." 

Your Evangelista records synthesise 
a wide range of influences, styles, feelings 
and ideas - how do you do that? 

"Jimi Hendrix's/Are You Experienced? 
was in the cabinet as long as I can remember; 
I figure he was the most important music of 
my life. I am lucky to be curious by nature. I am 
influenced as much by smells and rocks and TV 
as I am by music. I was raised listening to mostly 
black music. Old blues, jazz, gospel. Parliament/ 
Funkadelic, Aretha, Billie Holiday. Instrumental 
grooves and big voices, unapologetically 
human. My mothertaught in the Compton ' 
school district for 20 years." 

Do you feel like it's possible to be 
American and not make art that is in 
someway political? 

"Well, I think more about the other side 
of that. The fact that so many Americans make 
incredibly vapid art and that we eat it up is 
political in itself. Stupid art is important dope. 
I get that. I watch bad TV; I've eaten cakelettes 
while listening to Feist. In the Seventies there 
were songs on the radio that bagged on the 
pol itical fiascos of the day. Maybe they weren't 
all very good but the point is lots of people 
wanted to hear them and that's weird ! 

"Most peoplejustwant hyper-intensity only 
when it comes with a disclaimer of some kind - 
having control toturn off the heat, knowing 
that there's big money behind it makes it 
bullshit enough to still just be entertainment, 
no matter how gnarly the image or lyrics. But 
when that entertainment safety net starts 
shaking and disappears, you got something 
hot. Think about Public Enemy's first 
album. Tons of people wanted that- it 
was entertainment but it was real. 

"Regarding the US... first, let me say that 
I think any empire that rises to the top like this 
is gonna blow it all to hell. People are inclined 
to seek more and more power. Every 'great' 
nation has stories of conquest, occupation 
and illusions of superiority -and the stories 
of being cut down to size. " 

How much of your everyday life is in 
your songs? 

"Everything you hear is from real life -well, 
I haven't shot anyone. I guess I stretch things 
into form now and then." 

www.carlabozulich.com 
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'Afo Vbu DlditX IVo l^ou DonT Ib tti^ new singler from The CourtoenerSp taken frofr the 
album 'St Jtide\ Released on gatefold 7" Vinyl, standard 7" and CD. The single formats 
feature re-worklngis of classic tracks by The Velvet Underground. Laura Marling^ The 
% Mamas & The Pap^^, James and even the Suga babes! 

In Pre-order the single bundle today and get all 3 formats for Just £5* 
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'fVarrObvStafr^'fohows 2005's Grammy Award-nominated Platinum album VtanB\ If you , "-^l.rs 
haven't already got It order Jt now at recordstore.oo.uk. 

**3 band at the peak of their powers *******- The Guardian. 

Death Cab For Cutte will be playing Latitude Festival In July. 
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Co-produoed by Get Cape. Wear Cape. Fly and NIttn Sawhney^ 'Searching For The Hows 
And Whys* Is the follow up to the sensational 2006 debut album "The Chmntctes Of A 
Bohemian Teenager". 

See Get Cape. Wear Cape. Fly this summer at Glastonbury, Wireless, T In The Park, 
Bestlval and Reading & Leeds festivals. 
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Ladyhawke Is the alter ego of New Zealander Pip Brown. Ker mustc Is a refreshing blend 
of rock, dance and pop. 'Paris Is Burning' follows the download only 'Bacli Of The Van\ 
her self-titled debut album will be released later In the Summer. 

Ladyhawke whi be performing this summer at Glastonburyp Love box ^ Camp BestivaF and 
Bestlval. 
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Cut Copy returned this year with the shimmering timelessness of 'In Ghost Colours^* 
It's the long awaited follow up to their debut album * Bright Uke Neon Love". Cut Copy 
have crafted a record filled with glorfous sounds and moods that unashamedly 
pops with hooks and melodies. 

"In GAost Cotocfis' Is a must have addition to any record collectton.«. 
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www.recordstore.co.uk 
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ix: hot club de 

Liverpool's faux-French 
experimentalists offer 
a mixed bouquet 



Owls Everyone Is My Friend 

"This song illustrates perfectly why Owls' only record 
is so incredible.The marriage between Tim Kinsella's 
words and Victor Villareal's shimmering guitar is a 
combination unrivalled by any record since. We formed 
our band to try and make music as good as the music 
on this record." 

Storm And Stress The Sky's The Ground, 
The Bombs Are Plants, And We're The Sun, Love 

"What might seem a sprawling, unconsidered mess 
on first listen is a smart, carefully planned piece. Rock 
tactics collide with free jazz ideals. It made us feel 
the possibilities were endless and everything is 
worth considering." 

Mike Watt Shore Duty 

"Mike Watt writes songs about the things he likes - 
bike riding, paddling in canoes and playing bass. 
And sometimes he writes songs like 'Shore Duty', 
about his departed band mate D Boon and it's 
completely heart-breaking. We've always found 
Mike Watt's anything-goes approach to writing 
horrifically contagious." 

Spy Versus Spy Helpless, Sign In Please 

"The first Spy Versus Spy EP confused the fuck out of 
me. I was 1 7 and they sounded like nothing else I'd 
ever heard. I went to see them live all the time, and 
didn't have the internet so it was really hard to find 
other bands that might sound like them. When I finally 
did, I started listening to those bands too - and ended 
up with a pretty good record collection." 

Talking Heads This Must Be The Place (Naive 
Melody) -Live 

"Once my friend had a dream in which I told him, " If 
you listen to a song in your headphones on repeat all 
night long while you sleep, you'll wake in the morning 
and write a song as good as it." So, I gave it a go with 
'This Must Be The Place' (the version off Stop Making 
Sense). It didn't work as well as I claimed it would in 
his dream. That's the last time I follow my own advice." 

Nic Jones Canadee-i-o 

"Nic Jones is an English folk musician who used a 
range of open guitar tunings and wrote super-complex 
accompaniments to traditional folk standards in the 
Sixties and Seventies. His guitar work was fluid and 
percussive (he's still alive but won't play in public as a 
result of a car accident) and makes you want to be as 
good as he was." (Matthew Smith) 

www.hotclubdeparis.com 




micachu 

Words: kicking_k 

Photography: Kat Green 



I know you came here for an interview, but you 
found a thought experiment. So, close yr eyes - no, 
wait - that's not going to work - uh, just read on . . . 
Now: imagine Grand Theft Auto if you disabled 
the collision detection. Police cars glide through 
jaywalkers, bystanders through pixel-thin walls 
like waterfalls - and, best- cars through cars at 90- 
degree crossroads, sudden kaleidoscopic flowers. 



Outflanking poseurs, 
dilettantes and 
revivalists 



Nowtakeitswannabe photorealistic (actually 
impressionistic) details and crush 'em into a cube. 
Smaller. Condense a streetmap into a jewel. That's 
53 words of straining metaphor. That's me failing 
to wall in the impossible labyrinth of Micachu's 
Filthy Friends mixtape with words. 

To be fair, she'd warned me: " I think it's good 
notto think. Music twists around itself so much. 
You could probably draw influences between 
anything," she writes in answer to an overly 
analytical probe. Naturally, I'm undeterred, and- 
with the aftertaste of the mixtape's fluid parallax 
shifts between grime buzz, electronic tang and 
singer-songwriter cream still on my mind - ask if 
she has a 'main compositional obsession'. 

"Texture and found sound. I'm interested in 
dense white noise, etc. Quite dull music." 



Her co-conspirators thus far span from the 
MCs/balladeers/troubadours of her debut 
download all the way to her "seven-minute 
chamber orchestra piece about radio interference" 
due to be performed by the London Philharmonic 
the night after she replies to my mail. 

She probably doesn't socialise with that latter 
shower so much, butthere is a sense she meanwhile 
mixes scenes just as she does genres, thence 
directing the resulting patchwork ensembles: 
" I think it makes loads of sense to be friends - or 
at least know yr vocalists. It means you can work 
together better and be comfortably honest when 
you hate each other's efforts. 

"In terms of the singing line, we work on the 
words together like 'duck, muck, luck, cluck, suck- 
er, fuck - this song is about perverts. . .the 
arrangement is like, toy garage, maybe?' -that 
kind of searching." 

The song in question is official debut single, 
'Lone Ranger' - brought to you in association with 
Matthew Herbert ("He heard my demo and said he 
was interested in working with me," she writes, 
nonchalantly). Stepping back from the intensity of 
earlier traffic, it's a click-ridden, wrong-handed 
blues strum, words and phrasing lilting between 
hopeful and deadbeat. Pretty unconventional, 
wholly seamless, and heralding the promise of an 
official full-length - "a pop record, more centred 
around my band. The Shapes, and short guitar 
songs. " As to who's likely to resurface for the next 
level: "Hopefully a lot of them, but definitely Taza, 
Baker Trouble, Bruva May, Ghost Poet, Miss Bienek, 
Kwes, Man Like Me, Rowdy Superstar, Ed Finnis. . . " 
(source them in her MySpace friends). 

Right now, Micachu is outflanking poseurs, 
dilettantes and revivalists - in originality, creativity, 
and craft. I'm for free expression for all (and by no 
means equate pointless with worthless) but part 
of me kind of wishes the real innovators would 
make the dogmatists obsolete. I guess one thing 
Micachu's records prove is that progress is best 
when we share it- in three (or more) dimensions. 

www.myspace.com/micayomusic 
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dancing on the deep 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



Late Of The Pier are on a one-way trip to all tomorrow's after-parties 



"There's too much respect in music. You've got to 
stamp all over your influences to get the shards you 
can use to build new influences with the glue of 
instinct. Don't have respect." 

You'll know this lot. They're the ones who 
released 2007's weirdest single, 'Bathroom Gurgle': 
a behemoth of sound pretty much unprecedented 
in mainstream indie-pop with its threefold ability to 
be at once completely inexplicable, completely like 
Queen and a completely sensible thing to create. 
I mean, why the hell not? If you cross gender- 
indeterminate wails of pleasure/pain with 
quadruped rhythms lifted from an aerobics 
programme as practised by NASA, then sure, 
people are gonna LOVE it. D'you really think the 
public wants to slouch around beneath a beige 
veneer, dribbling into Caffe Nero froth? Nah. It's all 
pretence. What people actuallywant is their drums 
to sound like 20 heathens bashing Neolithic totems 
into the ground; their falsettos to be sung by asexual 
witches casting a hex on the chorus. 

Listening now, 'Bathroom Gurgle' is still as 
ludicrous as it was several months ago - but the 
cynic in me eventually buckled when exposed to the 
physical impulses it seemed to generate in my friend 
Andrew. Anything that makes anyone move like 
that is definitely something. Their latest, a re- 
recorded 'Space And The Woods', dishes out the 
kind of guitar-hybrid sine waves that reduce - no, 
elevate - you to new levels of movement, while 
sounding kind of like everything the, erm. Bravery* 
so wanted to be, but failed so disgustingly at. For 
that, ladies and gentlemen, I ask you to give this 
foursome from Castle Donington, Nottingham, 
your time - and so we catch up with them via third- 



party email as luck serves them a backhander and 
dirty thieves nicktheir laptops in Amsterdam. 

"It all began via a mutual dislike of the education 
system and a click of the fingers," explains 
Unidentified Late Of The Pier Member #1 across 
electronic signals and many miles of wire. "The first 
gig I ever saw was Whirlwind Heat at the Liars Club 
in Nottingham and it totally inspired me," 



'Everything's 
influenced by 
everything' 



remembers Sam (Eastgate, singer); " I used to want 
to be like Guy Picciotto from Fugazi -totally 
unpredictable and brilliant," continues Sam Potter. 
And their collective intent? Their reason to make 
music? "It's a life enhancer," intones the Mystery 
Voice (by a process of elimination, either Andrew 
Faley or Ross Dawson). " It's a drug without the 
hangover, and it's not illegal. It's also good for 
getting rid of the Blue Meanies." 

Late Of The Pier certainly achieved that for plenty 
of kidz while shaking ass at various festivals last 
summer; then scuttled away to nurture more glam 
slams towards adolescence in the studio, securing 
the musical investment of a fatherly Erol Alkan as 
producer in the process. His position at the helm of 
their upcoming LP marks the band out for fans of 
unpretentious, extroverted dance-jams (although 



their fun-punch beats and Disney synths hardly 
require endorsement, 'cause your limbs judge for 
themselves.) "Our first contact with Erol came about 
when [Andrew] Faley freaked him out via MySpace. 
We started off along a misty curve; met Erol and 
blasted off at six times the speed. We're now on 
top of a cliff looking out over a vast plateau. 
We constructed a long-handled net out of Erol's 
analogue equipment and scooped up the mist. 
Sometimes we lie awake thinking about Erol's 
eyes. . .he's got murderous eyes. " 

As a tangible aura of pre-release excitement 
emanates from the band's virtual typescript, I ask 
for snapshots of their worsts and their bests, their 
pasts and their futures. "Playing the 333 in London 
when the toilets were leaking. There was piss 
coming through the ceiling, through our amplifiers 
and out of our voices - and into the piss-soaked ears 
of the crowd " counts for the former, apparently. 
Forthelatter, there's the time they played "in 
London with Jack Pehate before everyone knew 
who he was. We finished and just decided to drive 
to Cornwall. We spent the next few days walking 
around forests and psychic fairs, sleeping in the car 
or on beaches and living on cider and sandwiches. 
Everything's influenced by everything -things we've 
seen, things we've eaten, heard, thought, smelt, 
dreamed up. It's life and it's endless. There's so much 
in the music, it's impossible to say." 

* Author cannot assume responsibility for mental 
or physical trauma incurred by the inclusion of 
this reference. 

www.lateofthepier.com 
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Brought to you in association with the letters 'V, 'C and 'K' 



Mystery Jets 

Two Doors Down (SixSevenNine) 

Eel Pie Island indie scenesters (and Syd 

Barrett obsessives) count the singer's dad 

among their ranks, although he's elected 

to stop playing live (boo to that - he was 

our favourite). 

Stevie:There are synth voices being used 

here that have lain dormant since the last 

GoWest album. 

Kick: He's in love with a girl who plays drums 

"two doors down ". 

Emily: ...in Fine Young Cannibals? 

Kick: She thinks he's an acre of lame. 

Stevie: It's weird - the music is kind of 

odd and glam and artsy, the lyrics are 

SOOOOO PEDESTRIAN. 

Kick: [Enter, horns] A sax player lives upstairs. 

Emily: Man, I have enough trouble listening 

to Gang Of Four these days, do they have to 

kill my enjoyment of Prefab Sprout too? 

Fool 

Drama (Hum+Haw) 

Alex Smoke mighty-morphs with 

Shadowhuntaz MC Non for dystopian/ 

Glaswegian click-hop. Employ the 

adjectives 'intrepid' and 'socio-conscious' 

re: themselves. 

Kick: Rapping all subdued, but showboating 

the chorus. Ooh, but that synth emanation 

really advances it. 

Emily: Like something landing. 

Stevie: It's Def Jux in that it sounds like a 

record where the hole is off-centre. 

Kick: It's getting way more textured - which 

is good, 'cause it was a bit angry-guy-on-an- 

ansaphone at first. 

Emily: Like a shift from slo-mo stoner Pong 

into Commodore 64 racing car game. 

Stevie: MC is very one-dimensional, which is 

a shame, as the beat just gets betterer. 

Emily: I'd love this on my ansaphonel 

Stevie:Would people leave messages, tho...? 



The beat's ace, it builds up and then ebbs 
away very gracefully. 
Kick: Hip-hop stars and their answering 
machine messages could be an entire 
compilation record (which would be bad). 

Dananananaykroyd 

Sissy Hits (Holy Roar) 

Remember: Dana-nana-naykroyd. 
From Scotland. Are in proud possession 
of a blogspot which they update pretty 
respectably often, with silly things. 

Stevie: Ooh, the drummer is ACE. They sound 

like Scots who wish they were from USA, 

which is true for many. 

Kick: Lovable and ramshackle, but not lazy 

or lacking in ideas. 

Stevie: Bands like this are let down by 

monotone singers. 

Kick:They have a very rich guitar. . .tone? 

Emily:Aaaah, tempo change! 

Stevie: I like the fast bit. Oh, the guitars are 

AWESOME. Like a steel wool vest. 

Emily: Late Nineties hardcore. Chain wallets. 

Especially that Fugazi shouty bit. 

Stevie: It's all gone a bit Sonic Youth now. 

Kick: Automotive metaphors are a bit 

obvious, but it really shifts gears - kind of 

randomly. I see the hardcore stuff, but they're 

really playful, too. 

Stevie: It's as if they don't believe they'll ever 

be allowed to record again, so they've 

thrown a whole albumsworth of ideas and 

tricks into the bag. 

Kick:This isn't a single - it's a gig I All that's 

missing is the merch table. 

Stevie: I'd buy a T-shirt. 

Toddia T 

SoundtapeKillin'(1965) 

Digital dancehall from Sheffield courtesy 
of a specialist in 'bass heavy wonk' (man, 
it's even satisfying to fype). 

Emily: Bouncing like Max Headroom. 



Kick: I always find myself really enjoying 

dancehall -but listening outfor proper 

offensiveness in a slightly worried way. 

Emily: If you can't understand the lyrics well 

enough to be offended, does it still count? 

Stevie: Only ifyou sing along. 

Emily: Boooom. I like this. Drill sound, 

now. Awesome. 

Kick: Yeah, it's far from formulaic. 

Stevie: Crazy synth-jazz squiggles too. 

Emily: And that little firework neeeeewww 

high-pitchything. 

Kick: Actually pretty proggy in its own way. . . 

Stevie: Yet still very POP (perhaps with 

avant sprinkles). 

Emily:Too many textures to sift through - 

which is great. 

Leila 

Mettle (Warp) 

Plan B is officially glad to have Leila back - 
and pleased to hear her imagination still 
hasn't settled down. 

Kick: Sounds like surveillance footage. And a 

running bath. And a police siren. 

Emily: With crunchy bones left in a sewer. 

Stevie: It's stirring up a tornado in 

my stomach. 

Kick: Wow- sped up splashes-as-beats- 

that's reeeeally affecting. This is almost 

giving me goosebumps. So immersive (see 

running bath reference above). Found sound, 

augmented. So treated it's almost. . .sedated. 

Stevie: It's that whole cliche of dub, innit, a 

hall full of mirrors where nothing sounds as 

it should. 

Emily: Some video game needs this! 

Kick: END OF LEVEL BADDIE. 

T2 

Butterflies (All Around The World) 

Bassline house from Northern England that 
- as with his celebrated debut (the cross- 
overing 'Heartbroken') - matches boy racer 



bass to lovelorn lyrics that could decorate 
apencilcase. 

Stevie:The cymbals sound like steam 

engines hissing. 

Kick: I love that, in the videos for this stuff 

they're all throwing shapes in, like, Yorkshire 

pit towns. 

Stevie: All a bit sunshine-melancholic. 

Emily: This girl is great because she doesn't 

over-emote. Like that 'All Over My Face' 

woman, but more... alert. 

Kick: I'm not sure you could be a diva on 

a bassline song 'cause the music is quite 

intrusive. The bass is inflatable. 

Stevie: Yeah, she's subservient to the beat - 

looping round it like a spool of film round 

cogs and wheels. 

Kick: Really nice - if (jra/7c/7"/?eff /I tyfo was 

soundtracked by this, there'd be a lot less 

needless (virtual) violence. 

Stevie:Virtual violence is never needless. 

Jeremy Warmsley 

The Boat Song (Transgressive) 

Uncool by definition (temperature-wise, 
at least) he scores points by titling his 
forum 'Talk About Jeremy'. Unless that was 
a web designer. Or a fan. Whoever. Props. 

Kick: "We sail away on a never-ending 
sea. . . " It's all a bit ornamented. . . 
Stevie:The way he says 'ocean' - why I never 
liked folk. 

Emily: Not sure this needs to be a duet. 
Stevie: Actually everything about this is 
why I don't like folk music. It sounds gloomy 
but they don't - does that make sense? 
Kick:Twee shanty. 

Emily: I don't like to hear adults singing 
about sandboxes. Makes me think of very 
wrong roleplay. 

Kelley Polar 

Entropy Reigns (Environ) 

Kelley, on the other hand is basically 
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glacial. He used to work within Metro Area, 

but is now a non-aligned (with anything) 

5feA7//75so//7s. The full title of this song is 

'Entropy Reigns (In The Celestial City)'. 

Kick: Fischerspooner doing Dungeons And 

Dragons{\ like this, incidentally). Threatens 

to be epic. 

Stevie: Taking its sweet time. . . 

Kick: How d'you keep a music journalist in 

suspense. . . ? Ooh - second 'movement'. 

Emily: I'm liking this now. 

Stevie: Second movement is BRILLIANT 

Kick: Woozily symphonic, but with 

unashamed dancefloor beat. 

Stevie: Synthesisers all succumbing to senile 

dementia in time with one another. 

Kick: I really want to go to a club where every 

song is this pretentious. It would be on 

a Zeppelin. 

Emily:... in a wind tunnel. 

Stevie:This is so triumphantly bonkers - 

INCREASINGLY so. 

Emily:!!!!!!! 

Stevie: [After 1 minutes] A round of 

virtual applause. 

Errors 

Toes (Rock Action) 

Another Scots band with a blog, though 
they operate at the much more usual 
frequency of one update per quarter. But 
iftheywill struggle to secure a Webby, 
Mogwai's pals and labelmates are too busy 
post-rocking out (obliquely) to care. 
Kick: The most modestly titled song so far. 
Stevie: CLANGING BELLS. MATHY. 
Kick: Danceable maths. Like, 'Atlas' makes 
people dance in interesting ways. Like they're 
feedbacking, bodily. 

Emily: Yeah, but can you see people getting 
on the dancefloor to this and then freaking 
out and getting all embarrassed when it 
slows down? 
Stevie: "Ridicule is notiiing to be scared of. " 



Kick: I love deejaying fast songs with long 
slow bits for that reason. People have to 
moon around looking soulful. 

Sway (Feat $tush) 

FUrX(Dcypha) 

Critics rated his debut, but the public were 
not so sure (despite 'Up Your Speed' 
drawing a Chamillionaire guest spot). 
Stupid public. Can our man from Hornsey 
turn on the charm and take it to the 
next level? 

Kick: I like Sway - but he's so witty that I 
think he was almost seen as a comedian. This 
is a bit. . .'I Luv U', non? A loooong time after 
the fact. 

Stevie: Beat is autopilot. But I always love 
boy-girl duets that vibe on vexations betwixt 
the two. Lyrics are WEAK, tho. 
Kick: It's. . .an album track, surely? 
Stevie: "/ \^no\N he's not invincible/But don 't 
your ex have things to do ? "; "F UrX" is a 
rubbish hook, too. Who says 'F'? 
Emily: Also - "faceboola dotcom "1 
Kick: He's better than this - it's a bit of a 
cul-de-sac... 

The Ruby Suns 

Kenya Dig It? (Memphis Industries) 

From Auckland! Their Australian label's 
website has an animated version of the 
cover on their site which is very creepy, 
pretty cool. 

Stevie: Ooh, I like this already. Symphonic 

synth stuff, very Eighties, like Freiheit meets 

The Communards or something. 

Kick: Hmm. . .not sure about this. But it is 

difficult to totally hate on. Very sunshiney 

nicely languid. 

Emily:This sounds like The Never-Ending 

5ro/y looks -with cameos by The Ronettes. 

And the Roxy Music bass from Avaion. 

Stevie: Probably cost 1 pence to make. 

Sounds grand, tho. 



Kick: I wish it was a bit less smooth. I'm kind 
ofwishing for gravel. 
Stevie: Sick lullaby music, now. Epictwee! 
Leaves me all giddy and excitable like a great 
tune at the end of a great movie. 

Lykke Li 

I'm Good, I'm Gone (LL) 

Lovely artwork on this, like Dada collage 
meets Soviet papercraft. Produced by that 
Bjorn guyfrom Peter, Bjorn And John. They 
others sat outside in the wintry sunshine 
talking about existentialism (probably). 
Stevie: It has that death rattle spook, a 
deadpan thang. It's quite sparse but doesn't 
feel it. 

Kick: Her press release says she grew up in 
seclusion with only Madonna's immaculate 
Col lection. JhaX's such a good lie. And this is 
pretty good pop, too. Pinsharp and kind of- 
indirectly- emotive. 
Emily:That rippling piano... 
Stevie:Yeah,the piano kills. 
Emily: It's both weary and excited. I like how 
her voice squeaks, like she can't quite pop 
some words out, she wants to so much. 
Kick: Really self-assured, clever.And just a 
bit sinister. 

Stevie: Nothing here that doesn't need to be; 
similarly, it's not missing anything. 
Emily: One chord really goes a long way. 
Kick: I really like pop lyricists who keep things 
super-ambiguous, even slightly incongruous. 
Like the way New Order lyrics could only ever 
work with the machine around them. 



Casiotone For The 
Painfully Alone 
Town Topic EP 
(One Inch Badge) 

Brighton-based DIY 
label offers a film- 
accompanying slice of 
pain foryr brain... 



Emily: Pretty like Stephin Merritt in the dark. 
Stevie: I want to drive a stake through the 
heart of the Eighties so I know that fucker 
never rises again. 

Kick: Depressed man in ice cream van. 
Emily: I hope he has more flavours 
than chords... 

Violet Violet 

Spicy Noodle Treasure (Maximum Vibe) 

Wear moustaches, eat noodles. Say 
everything twice.You'vegotto be able to 
entertain yrself in Norwich. As for London, 
though... 

Kick:Their roots are kind of showing. 

Stevie:Atad predictable but I like whatthey 

are doing (Slits/Maximum Joy/Etc etc). 

Kick: I'm trying to figure out if they're 

applying good taste to OK creativity and not 

as much point. 

Emily:The kindergarten instruments are ace. 

Kick:! like the clip-clop noise. 

Stevie:A bit insubstantial, but lots of charm. 

Kick: Everett True is a big fan. Big giddy nerd 

that he is. They do absolutely dwell in the 

middle of P/a/7 5 territory. 

Stevie: Is this what the Britpop era was like, 

if you liked Britpop? Bands who all sounded 

the same, but you liked that sound, so 

WAHEY,GOODTIMES. 

Emily: None of this is bad, none of this is 

great. I'm feeling too spot-the-influence to 

enjoy it. .. like record store bingo. 

Stevie:The future's bright. 

Emily: In the future, programmes will do this 

for you. Plug in some keywords and. . . 

Stevie:The future's familiar. 

Emily: Bored now. 



single of the month 

stevie and Kick: Kelley Polar, 'Entropy Reigns' 
Emily: Lykke Li, 'I'm Good, I'm Gone' 
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Cutting Pink With Knives 

deliver a road movie full of 
insults-and apologies 



8 March, Leeds 

After tonight's gig we hook up a sleeping spot 
with my old Uni friend Lucy (more on her later). 
Thus, upon getting lost around Leeds' student 
areas, we ring her to frantically get some 
directions, then rush to the venue to find that 
we are drastically early. 

So, we sit in our vehicle listening to nu-metal 
and steaming up the windows - it is raining heavily. 

Tonight's promoter is an absolute dude and buys 
us Pizza Cano - AKA the best pizza we have found 
in the UK yet. Ifyouarein Leeds you simply must 
go there. We have been three times now- and it's 
never a let-down. 

The show is OK - certainly not one of our best, 
but some seem to like it. The night then morphs into 
an indie student club night, which is full of attractive 
young things. I get stalked by some fashion-metal 
girl, then get scared. 

We finally retire to Lucy's at around 4am, while 
she rages on to some illegal squat party thing. She 
arrives back at 1 0.30am, as we get up, and so all 
go for a sweet Sunday roast, before heading home 
to London. 

Lucy has no sleep. She is far more rock'n'roll 
than us. 





23 March, London 

We only learn at the end of the nightthatthisall- 
dayer is a 'gay-friendly' gig. We didn't realise until 
towards the end, being genuinely stupid and naive 
like that. 

The crowd are amazing, the Windmill is 
rammed, and this is where we thrive - in front of 
a sweaty group of people willing to have fun in a 
small, loud toilet-circuit venue. Straight crowds - 
you suck. 

Apparently, apart from the two headliners, all 
the bands have at least one homosexual member - 
which might explain the disparity in the line-up, as 
I'm sure its quite difficult to put together a cohesive 
line-up with this stipulation in place. 

Ironically - and I can honestly say this has never 
happened before - 1 end going home with a girl 
(who is feisty to say the least). This means the others 
get the bus home. Sorry boys. 

29 March, Bedford 

Bedford comes across as possibly not the most 
enthralling town in England. Sorry Bedford. 

Luckily you have people there like the staff of the 
Esquires venue who are awesome and treat us like 
kings. This is rare in the UK (see: Ghent and 



I drunkenly announce 
I am going to convert 
to Christianity 



Luxemburg musings, elsewhere in this diary). 

The food, drink and lodgings go down very well 
in camp CPWK, buttheTravelodge is on an 
industrial estate. 

I literally open the curtains in the morning to be 
graced by the visual presence of factories and 
massive chimneys. 

I race us back to London early the next morning 
in order to have Sunday lunch with 'girl feisty' 
from the Brixton gig. My apologies to all concerned 
once more. 

3 April, Leeds 

Another gig in Leeds, another trip to Pizza Cano. 
This literally makes us excited. Forget your 
drugs, alcohol and partying. Pizza Cano is much, 
much better. 



We get to play with our friends in Cowtown and 
Mirror! Mirror! Today-both well worth checking 
out. The venue, a converted pub cellar, has a fun 
vibe, despite a crowd who mirror descriptions I have 
read of Japanese audiences. In other words - 
completely silent between songs for all bands, 
apart from quick bursts of applause. Odd 
and disconcerting. 

After the gig we move to the promoters house. 
The promoter plus Mirror! Mirror! head off to a 
club. We retire to one of his housemate's bedrooms, 
snug in the knowledge this housemate is away. I am 
asleep on some cushions on the floor, while Ed and 
Chris share a small double bed. 

We are awoken at 6am by said housemate 
returning to town, the house and subsequently his 
room, clearly i/ery drunk. He literally stands on me 
and then flops onto the bed - and Chris and Ed - 
falling asleep upon impact. 

We promptly leave. 

10 April, London 

Proud Galleries is a lovely venue - it is a converted 
horse stables, still with troughs, and the back bar 
retaining individual horse stalls (which each allow 
you to plug an iPod to the speakers - we play Pig 
Destroyer for laughs). There is a good gallery space 
and the staff are not hard on the eye. 

That said, we sound like shit tonight due to not 
being given a soundcheck and receive a parking fine 
for parking in an empty Morrisons car park, despite 
various people associated with the gig assuring us 
that we would be fine. Fuck you, Morrisons. 

We also feel patronised tonight-the less said 
the better. So I shall stop this entry here. 

11 April, Ghent 

First, I had my childhood memories of ferry travel 
shattered (since when did ferries become run down 
and populated only by the people of Britain I really 
would not rather be associated with?) Later that 
afternoon, we arrived in the beautiful Belgian city 
of Ghent. 

Ed and our driver Stuart have some delicious- 
looking pasta, while me and Chris can't resist the 
prospect of Belgian chips with mayonnaise. We sit in 
the sun and soak the place up. 

The promoters are a lovely young couple and we 
are, as seems to be par for the course on the 
continent, treated brilliantly. As a member of 
another, not-to-be-named band, recently said to me 
playing the UK is like playing the third world 
compared to mainland Europe. 
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In comparison, the continent offers great food, consistently great 
people, greattimes.Theshowisa lot of fun too -playing to a small but 
appreciative audience. 

After the show I sleep while the others go out for a drink or two. I genuinely 
attribute my tiredness to my excitement (and therefore lack of ability to sleep the 
night before leaving) at playing abroad again. Pathetic, huh? 

12 April - Out Of The Crowd Festival 5, Luxembourg 

After a pleasant drive to Luxembourg we arrive in Esch-sur-Alzette, which is 
remarkably quiet. The venue is similar in size to the Astoria 2 in London, and has 
all the facilities as such, yet lacks any kind of corporate involvement. 

This one-day festival is run by people who play in Mutiny On The Bounty and 
Miaow Miaow amongst other bands - these people know exactly what bands 
want and need! The backstage area is awesome, everyone is amazing and there 
is so much incredible food and drink it's untrue. 

I have some bass problems due to borrowed gear, but it's a good audience, 
and largely a big success. 

As the day unfolds driver Stuart meets a lovely young lady and I eat and drink 
fartoo much -with consequences. 

After a very long day, we retire to the promoters house and I drunkenly 
announce I am going to convert to Christianity. 

The house is amazing - a huge detached property that has a recording 
studio/rehearsal space in the basement and plenty of open plan office space to 
run bands and gig promotion activities. Rent is apparentlyvery cheap. This could 
never happen in the UKforasimilargroup of people operating in similar musical 
circles - in this country a similar set-up only ever happens to Busted. I am 
supremelyjealous. 

We leave early the next day due to the drive back to Calais, stopping en route 
to spend fartoo much on pizza and fresh orangejuice. 

24 April, Time Out 'On The Up', London 

This feels like an odd show- it's a free gig where tickets are given away by the 
listings magazine. The average audience member is thus very much as you 
would imagine a T/'meOtyf reader to be -slightly older than our average fan. 
No problem at all - we relish the opportunity to play in front of people with no 
preconceptions. 

Pivot (who have just signed to Warp) are incredible, playing what (very 
loosely) sounds like Battles if they lost the annoying vocals and gained a huge 
sense of brooding electronics and post-punk skronk. 

We end up selling quite a lotof merch and CDs, so we must have done 
something right. A nicely successful little bounce back after our Camden Crawl/ 
Brighton no-shows (which we had to cancel due to a death in my family). 

We are now just really looking forward to the next couple of months, which 
will take in Hoxand Dot to Dot festival, Liverpool Sound City, Bradford Music 
Week, 2 Days in Stereo in Glasgow with Dananananaykroyd, Supersonic in 
Birmingham, Nastyfest in Leeds, an all-dayer in Paris and Rock Herk/Farmfest- 
both in Belgium. 

Some of these may have been played by the time of print, but these are 
genuinely really exciting times for us. 

Here's to the future! 

As well as playing bass in Cutting Pink With Knives, Alex runs Holy Roar Records. 
You can read more of his musings over at alexholyroarblogspot. com 




Andwella's Dream 

Love And Poetry 

Right now I'm on a steady diet of dissonant 
underground black and death nnetal 
juxtaposed with late Sixties and early- 
Seventies flowery nonsense. It's bizarre - 
I feel like I'm turning into Mikael Akerfeldt 
of Opeth. Anyway, I cannot get enough of 
this record. Having heard it while on tour 
with Sylvester Anfang, my hippy receptors 
were already pretty wide open and this 
slipped right on in like an acid bap. British 
psychedelic rock from 1 969, 1 even like the 
tracks that sound like The Beatles (the 
horror!). Some excellent guitar playing and 
killer songs to refresh the palate before 
reaching for the Morbosidad and Sadistk 
Exekution albums again. 

Scorpions 

Lonesome Crow 

Picked this up on the internet after stumbling 
across it accidentally - and it's a revelation. 
I am quite comfortable with the Eighties 
stadium rock of the Scorpions (reminds me of 
school trips), but I never knew they had once 
progged-out on the ultimate Kraut label, 
Brain. Awesome debut from 1 97 1 , easily as 
good as Black Sabbath, but with better 
guitar work from the Schenker brothers. 

Warhammer 48K 

UberOm 

Where was the world when Warhammer 48K 
pushed out this giant egg of a twisted rock 
album? Like a collision of the Melvins, Karp, 
Unwound (you get the picture), a touch of 
cinematic post-rock like GS! YBE and some 
stolen pharmaceuticals, this is totally 
rocking: the perfect blend between big dumb 
rock and intelligent experimentalism.The 
follow up AnetherealoradeqeXs a little more 
tricksy, though is also a winner. 

Patty Waters 

Black Is The Colour Of My True Love's 
Hair 

The cover is demented and almost Black 
Metal in its photocopier repro-you can tell 
straight away something good is going on 
here.The first seven tracks are all great, 
mellow cocktail jazz (though pretty bleak 
and miserable when you listen closer) and 



playlist: aurora borealis 

Words: Andrew Hartwell 
Illustration: Chris Summerlin 

Patty has a deep and smoky voice. 'Black 
IsThe Colour Of My True Love's Hair' is 
transcendentthough.Atnighon 14 minutes, 
it's a deranged epic that begins as sadly as 
the other tracks on the album before 
morphing slowly into something that 
Khanate would be proud of, as Patty starts 
shrieking almost hysterically- "Blaccckkkl 
Blaaackl "- the words becoming daggers of 
self-harm. Discord reigns. Amazing. 

Journey To Ixtlan 

Journey To Ixtlan 

When someone pitches you something as 
New Age Doom/Occult Desert Rock, you start 
to get excited. Well, I do. Pan-pipes carry on 
the air as the eagle circles the mesa, your 
mouth full of sand and peyote mulch as the 
sun beats down. Totally heavy, very 
psychedelic, and utterly sun-kissed, this 
has to be the soundtrack to the summer. 
The fact that the band are all anonymous, 
allegedly live in the desert and on the 
outskirts of the law just adds to the wonder. 
You love New Age Doom, you just don't 
know it yet, trust me. 



Biaccckkk! 
Biaaack! 



Bobby Beausoleil 

Lucifer Rising 

What a great and sprawling epic this is. Total 
mantra transportation that sounds very now, 
which perhaps is part of its function. It's more 
a cultural artefact than just another rock 
record, endless tentacles connecting with so 
manyfundamental but bizarre pillars of 
underground culture since it was recorded in 
1 967.The Ajna Offensive label are releasing 
a definitive box set in full collaboration with 
Beausoleil. One can only wonder what new 
pieces of the puzzle will emerge. 

Plunge yr extremities into the 
darkness (and order rockin ' records) 
over at: www.aurora-b. com 
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languages of love 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

Photography: Nick Ballon 

SebastienTellier is translating indie 
cred into Eurovision infamy 

Pit's 1 1.BOpm. I have a phone date -with France's 
current exponent of self-created cool, and urn, 
euro-beats, Mr Sebastien Tellier. Phone dates after 
dark have never involved work before. 

He's in Japan, perspiring moodily, I imagine. 
In a post-concert haze, congratulating himself on 
creating an album of electro-ballads. Sexuality 
(with Daft Punk's Guy Manuel De Homem-Cristo) 
that has since been compared to "a drop of 
champagne slipping down a woman's hips", 
"aural Viagra" -or, as the smooth c/iantec//- is soon 
to explain, "that sensation when you put your foot 
inside someone's mouth." Uh huh. The album 
sounds like smoke-machine soul, smells of Biarritz 
beach and polished grand pianos; overflows with 
Gainsbourg and Birkin-like sighs. 

He probably has a Lost In Translation-style 
call-girl outside the door for when we're done, or - 
God - perhaps she's already there, pouting and 
pronouncing 'r's the wrong way and flexing her. . . 
best not to think about it. 

I'm in Paris, the city in which he first 
championed the pirouetting love song everybody 
loved, ('La Ritournelle')and mademusicforthe 
films of Sofia Coppola, Mr Oizo's Steak and Daft 
Punk's Electrorama. The city where he first sped on 
dented scooter, in a small leather jacket and waist 
28, tight-thighed Levis, as the most suave of 
Frenchmen are obliged. 

Less romantically, I've been sitting by the phone 
since dinner time as the interview is continually put 
on hold, only copious amounts of tea and the 
occasional electro pep-dance to pass the time. 
Now the midnight hour approaches, the phone- 
line beeps promisingly, and I'm past-preparation, 
questions at hand... 

Me: Good evening, MrTellier. 

I Him: Bonsoir, Miss Gregory. 
Me: So, do the Japanese like your style? 
Him: They like my mysterious beard, and dark 
glasses, oui. I do aim to please. Hyper-el itisme 
has its limits- it's time to reach le people. I'm a 
republican in spirit- but my autonomous rule 
of French musical spheres will soon spread 
beyond the hexagon, to Eurovision, and islands 
inthesun... 

Didn't start like that at all, actually. It was 
more like: 

Me: Alio? Hello? Hellooo? 

[Muffled scuffling, rhubarb rhubarb, talking 
into muzzy air, and finally. . .] 

Him: Ou/, alio? 

Me: Sebastien? 

Him: Oui, c'esf Sebastien. You're from... Italia? 

Me: Uh, no, I'm from an English magazine. Plan 
B...OK to do the interview? 

I Him: Yes, yes! I'm surrounded by girls, and 
noise, but I can talk to you now. 
Me: Oh good. Japanese girls? 
Him: No, I was in Japan yesterday - 
wonnderfool, loovelly, it is like a future-world for 
me, I loovve zehr little trees, and zeUr super-futur 
zeengs zey 'ave over zere - but now I'm in 
Montpellier, where summer 'as arriv-ed. 
I Might stop the French accent imitation right 
there, but the arrival of summer is fitting for Tellier's 
Arrival (Capital 'A') on the Euro-pop scene, 
emerging, as he has, from an 'underground world' 
where beats are traded as blown kisses on the 
cheeks of those in the cool crowd. The single 




'Everyone is asking me 
about sex' 



'Divine', which will represent France at Eurovision, 
is more sunny West Coast doo-wop than 
sultry French frolics, his decision to sing in 
English causing something of a furore among 
the bastions of Gallic cultural heritage: "When 
one has this honour," oneministersaid, "One 
sings in French." 

"Maybe French culture has become quite 
tragique," Tellier bemoans. "Everyone knows only 
old people and kids watch Eurovision." 

I wanttoknowhowmuchof him is irony, 
because I just watched the video to 'Divine', and 
seriously, white-suited and super blow-dried to 
a Bee-Gee, he can't be serious. 

Is his clique turning to cliche as he chases 
glamourandgold? 



"Mine is an art of paradox", he offers, with a 
charming chuckle. "I want to bring two opposite 
worlds together. For me, kitsch and nobleness 
have the same emotional power. I'm making 
a kind of intellectual r'n'b -which seems a 
new combination." i 

It'sallaboutthesex, though, no? ' 

"What, sorr-ee? Am I all in ze sex now? It's 
funny because I am in interviews all day long, and 
everyone is asking me about sex, and I now can talk 
about it all the time - it is wonnderfool. When I love 
a woman I am very faithful, and it is like all the 
other women around could be men. I don't want 
to be a rock star, Ijustwantto build an island." 

What, like a Sebastien Tellier theme park? 

" If you can imagine. . .a kind of Disneyland, 
where you can do whatever you want, trash your 
car... there'll be cocktails, like in 'eaven". 

And there'd be your music - ice-cool, tender- 
centred - bursting from speakers across the island? 

"No, no, I don't like my... I mean, I like my 
music, but I don't like listening to my own music. 
There'd be Stevie Wonder everywhere. " 

www.sebastientellier.com 
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atlas sound 

Words: George Taylor 

"I've always been kind of stuck with no real 




experience, witn notning to relate to. i wisn i could 
be kind of a disposable character that someone else 
could gain something from. That's why I play music 
for people: to try and make myself useful . . .since I'm 
not that physically interesting." 

This serene desire, obscured by lo-fidelity fog, 
keeps the 4/4 pulse of Bradford Cox's solo project Atlas 
Sound beating. Layered loops that shimmer and distort 
the space around the gentle melodies recall the techno 
label Kompakt's fop y4/77/?/eA7f compilations, his voice 
swimming in a reflecting pool of reverb. It's pure 
feeling, like kissing in warm rain. 

For much of last year. Cox was a gloriously fucked- 
up and unflinchingly honest personality, who relished 
and rewarded the attentions thrown upon him by 
critics and fans as they pored feverishly over his band 
Deerhunter's Cryptograms album. However, it became 
clear that he was featured in the music press more for 
his antics (including fierce rants and photos of his 
bowel movements on Deerhunter's blog) than his art. 

"I kind of hate doing interviews now because I'm 
afraid of what kind of dumb-ass thing I'll say and have 

'It's created a new 
insecurity in me' 

to read or re-explain later," he says. "It's created a new 
insecurity in me." 

Near the end of last year. Cox started blogging 
mp3s he had recorded under the name Atlas Sound. It's 
since become an online scrapbook and testing ground 
for his music. " I do the blog to deal with boredom and 
feeling useless, and, also, because I've always wished 
bands I obsess over would do the same." 

Let the Blind Lead Those Who Can See But Cannot 
fee/is the first official album release, but Cox has 
been recording under the name Atlas Sound for 
years - "I've made lots of Atlas Sound 'albums' but 
just gave them to friends on CD-Rs or cassettes or 
whatever. This time I thought I'd try a new recording 
process and what happened in the specific time period 
got documented and released and, I guess, labeled 
the debut." 

Did you write the songs with an album in mind? 

" I wrote this album around a couple of older songs 
I thought captured a certain vibe.The rest just expands 
on that in an attempt to create a narrative, about a 
transitional summer where I kind of reevaluated a lot 
of things that had a huge role in my life." 

Already planning the next album - "it has more of 
a 'vacation-y' feel, focusing a lot on polyrhythms and 
phasing, fake calypso and multiple drum parts" - and 
with a new Deerhunter record out soon, there will be 
plenty to gain for those of us who follow the 
adventures of Bradford Cox in 2008. 

www.deerhuntertheband.blogspot.com 



personal geography: the chap 

Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

One of The Chap's multiple 
personalities suggests tracks for 
yrsteampunkiPod 

To celebrate one of the UK's most eminently 
eccentric indie-slash-everything outfits (Est 2000) 
issuing a third wayward album {Mega Breakfast), 
I asked The Chap's Johannes von Weizsacker a host 
of facetious questions. Reader, I met my match... 

What's your favourite song... 

...to promenade to? 

"I don't want songs playing when I promenade 
(which I do quite regularly). Whether striding 
through rolling hills full of birdsong and cowshit, or 
taking a walkthrough my 'hood'-fullof signifiers 
of what we call 'multiculturalism', I always prefer to 
indulge in taking in the atmosphere around me." 

. . .to dance with a partner to? 

"Kraftwerk, 'Tanzmusik'. Asyou might have 
guessed, the title means 'Dance Music' in German. 
A beautiful naive keyboard melody with some 
clapping and percussion on unidentified objects." 

...to instill an appropriate sense of ennui 
in guests? 

"Anything by Fennesz, but it often fails because 
a lot of them are into this all-white-art-space coffee 
table rubbish (occasionally, I am, too)." 

...to soundtrack a zeppelin flight? 

"Wagner, 'Tannhauser Overture'. Wagner 
was really, really, really, really over the top. Totally 
unhinged. But damn, did he know about harmonies 
and orchestration. Great influence on The Chap, 
despite the dodgy political connotations. We 
embrace pomposity. It seems fresh next to all these 
folk in skinny jeans trying to be rough and real and 
punk allthe time." 



...to make love to a significant other to? 

"Our bassisitPanos said 'Love Bites' by Judas 
Priest. An excellent choice, although in my day, 'The 
Power Of Love' by Frankie Goes To Hollywood was 
a favourite. But these are all just three-minute 
songs! I mean, come on! (Surprisingly, I've found 
the first side of Pole's third album very appropriate)." 

...to play last thing before retiring? 

"Definitely 'Tannhauser Overture' again. For 
comment, see above. " 

. . .to play first thing before venturing into 
the cruel world? 

" Maybe something by Anal Cunt. They have the 
greatest song titles: 'I Intentionally Ran Over Your 
Dog', or 'You're An Interior Decorator', for example. 
Doesn't matter which Anal Cuntsong -they all 
sound the same. Very efficiently executed hard 
music. It's got to express total disdain for the so- 
called real world in an assured manner." 

...to become wildly intoxicated to? 

"EllaFitzgerald, 'It Don't Mean A Thing If It Ain't 
Got That Swing'. I've spent many a delicious 
drunken five minutes dancing to that song. I only 
drink these days, no other drugs (never took many, 
anyway), so there. But Ella gets me every time. 
Infectious." 

...to rouse yourself from a swoon? 

"Van Halen, 'Jump'. What a song! Norton 
Jupiter of They Came From The Stars, I Saw Them 
told me that our song 'Fun And Interesting' is in the 
same league. I wouldn't go that far, although it has 
a similarly rousing quality." 

...to lose yourself in reminiscences? 

"REM, 'You Are The Everything'. It reminds me 
of attempting to affirm my identity as a sensitive 
intelligent adolescent whilst being very much in love 
with another sensitive intelligent adolescent." 
...to induce the correct degree of misery in 
mourners at your funeral? 
"Second Movementfrom Schubert's String Quintet 
in CIVIaJor. Schubert composed it knowing that he 
was dying. It's unbelievably beautiful. Can't describe 
it any further. Listen to it, kids. " 

www.thechap.org 
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on feathered wings 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

Illustration: Kristin Oftedal 

As Shearwater, Jonathan Meiburg 
lets his imagination take flight, 
shaping music that evokes nature in 
all its precarious fragility 



Let's begin at the end. 

As we draw to the interview's close, I ask 
Jonathan Meiburg -founder member of Okkervil 
River, touring member of Bill Callahan's band, and 
the creative heart behind Shearwater- if there's 
anything he wants to add, anything that might 
be missing. " I wanted to try to conjure a sort of 
other world, " he offers. " I wanted there to be 
a wholeness, which wraps you, takes you 
somewhere else." 

It's a good description of Rooks, Shearwater's 
fifth album, and their second to be released on 
Matador. Rooks is the sort of song-cycle to play 
when you haven't a log fire to warm you, when you 
feel without abode on your own threshold, and 
need to feel at home in the world, in some way. 
It fades to the glint of 'The Hunter's Star', the 
beacon we've been chasing through a drama of 
country scenes, dotted cottage lights on dark 
hillsides; following a voice that swells and soars, 
shelters in nooks and nests, grows wings and claws. 
Winged metaphors abound; and shearwaters, I've 
learnt, are long-winged seabirds, most common 
in temperate waters and nocturnal at their coastal 
breeding sites, where they prefer moonless nights. 

Shearwater came into being back in 2001 as 
a sort of side project to Okkervil River, a place where 
Meiburg and fellow Okkervil founder Will Sheff 
could give their quieter creations space to breathe. 
Overtime, though. Shearwater has grown into a 



shifting ensemble through which Meiburg explores 
his nature-obsessed visions. Part-time ornithologist, 
he sometimes dreams in birds, strange and maudlin, 
creatures you'd always believed to exist but had 
never actually heard sing. He uses the word 
'maudlin' often. Nature seems to define him. 
"There are these little pockets of places where you 
see what nature used to be like, and when you visit 
them, you have this tremendous sense of absolute 
loss. Most people don't have experience of nature in 
their everyday lives; it becomes very hard to identify 
with, or even to know that it's disappearing. There's 
a sadness in this, that I guess I'm trying to wrestle 
with, until you reach some kind of peace." 

'Write like a human' was the note Meiburg 
wrote to himself as he set about Rooks. He's not 
sure if his songs can be considered mini-epics, but 
he intends them to swirl in layers, "like looking into 
a deep clear pool " - one whose bottom is far away 
but seems touchable, close. Despite stringed peaks 
and woodwind dips, this is not what Meiburg archly 
refers to as "victory rock", where the listener feels 
like they're being hammered over the head with 
every instrument's force at once. Instead, 
Shearwater's music feels contoured, curved, 
shaped. "Michelangelo supposedly said that 
sculpture was easy," says Meiburg, "You just 
remove all the unnecessary stone. " 

Do you have the same approach to songwriting? 

"Well that's what it feels like. You just keep 
chipping away at this thing until finally, if you 
removed anything else, it would topple over. " 



'You don't want 
to romanticise the 
natural world, because 
then you're just 
projecting your own 
fantasy' 



Some things that inspire Shearwater: 
documentaries about chasing sharks, books about 
snow leopards, primitive recordings captured on 
early microphones, such as the Secret /V/L/seu/T? 
Of Mankind volumes on Yazoo Records. Some 
thoughts Shearwater inspire in me: Percy Shelley 
stranding himself in the middle of a lake. Romantic 
poets bringing the wild to the cultivated page, 
Caspar David Friedrich's painting Wanderer Above 
A Sea Of Mist, where a lone cloaked figure 
overlooks a ragged landscape: man battling against, 
or in harmony with, nature. I suggestto Meiburg 
that there's something very masculine to this idea, 
of the explorer set against the elements, but he 
contends with such idealised views of nature. "You 
don't want to romanticise the natural world beyond 
what it barely is, because then you're just projecting 
your own fantasy," he contends. "The writer Alistair 
Grant compares National Parks to graveyards and 
prisons. But the hunter, it's what we are. There's no 
changing it. We just eat and eat and eat. " 

It seems a silly thing to say to a singer, that they 
know how to express with their voice. But there's 
an un-rock element to Meiburg's voice, which seeks 
to find newways of expression -like MarkHollis' 
late solo notes, when he was so at peace he could 
fade into silence, or Tim Buckley's searching 
debut. Shearwater's last album Palo Santo, first 
released on Misrain2006and reissued last year on 
Matador, was loosely centred on the life of Nico: her 
otherworldliness suited a score that scaled phantom 
cliffs, slept fitfully, dreamt bewilderedly, and remains 
difficult to precis beyond analogies with the natural 
world. Meiburg says there's more of himself on this 
record, but in his personal universe, music and 
nature are everything. "The things we most fear are 
going to happen. The permanence that we long for 
isn't there. There's a way of approaching this that 
makes things seem less dreadful. You can catch little 
glimpses of this feeling through music, which 
transports you instantly, makes things that you've 
never experienced before suddenly seem familiar. 
There's some joy in this, some redemption. For a 
little while, yes, you can cheat time, and death." 
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when we meet 

Words: Petra Davis and kicking_k 

Explosive new growths 
in P/anB's garden 



Gay Beast 

It's like suddenly developing an obscure fetish. 
The swagger and sweep of this band, their proggy, 
slimily vicious no wave, have birthed insatiable lust. 
We should all lie down and let people walk on us, 
dressed in full Elizabethan period costume. Bury yr 
nose in layers of lace-must, crinolines trailing over 
our faces, bones creaking above (and growing 
below), www.myspace.com/gaybeast 

Husbands 

I once went to a Husbands show gatecrashed by a 
tripping football fan dressed only in a giant hat and 
an England flag. Peaceniks accosted the poor goon, 
stealing and burning his flag on the dancefloor 
while Husbands Russell and Patrick's lump-in-the- 
throat, brilliantly wrathful, queer-anthemic art-punk 
presided. Win the ashes at www.myspace.com/ 
husbandspunx 

Juha 

Queer dub. Butlerian dancehall stomp. Bengal 
barbershop. Hybrid forms you didn't know were 
missing, didn't know were possible; a world music 
not of smash-and-grab or cut-and-paste, but of 
warp and weft. Newly transplanted to London, 



Bright as 
hummingbirds 



needed like a fresh kidney, Juha brings his 
extravagantly gonzo take on hip-hop to clubland, 
right, NOW. www.myspace.com/juha 

Lime Headed Dog 

I'm not sure you can technically get WinAmp 

to feed back, but Lime Headed Dog - shouting, 

electronic fuzz and beats distributed as 

approximately as a hailstorm - are willing to try, just 

for you. Y'know those 

dreams when yr teeth 

fallout? Listening to this 

music will make them 

almost ten percent 

more common. That's 

an overnight neurosis 

boost. Don't get left 

behind in Normsville, 

Normo. www.myspace. 

com/limeheadeddog 

Ling Ling 

NYC RMXteam provide in-flight alterations 
to everyone from The Television Personalities to 
Envy. They a) freestyle fantasise in interviews, b) 
have completed an unreleasable album, 50/50 
(mashing-up 50 Cent with recycled pop snippets 
plus gauzy, understated electro) and c) claim to be 
Siamese twins from another dimension (see 'a 
Totally content eccentrics are the best. 
www.myspace.com/thelingpurse2 

Peak Fraeans 

Super lo-f i neo-basement tapes that ache sweetly 
in the memory like childhood illnesses that at least 



saved you from school. 
A piano resonates in 
a small room, and 
percussion splashes 
around in the air above. 
All of this brought to 
you by the way loveable 
CAFF/FUCK and Stolen 
labels, who somehow 
know instinctivelyjust 
which animals you can 
safely hug. www. 
myspace.com/ 
peakfraean 

Peepholes 

Coltish Korg abusers 
Peepholes are 

screaming, writhing on the dancefloor. The sun sets 
outside, bright as hummingbirds, bleeding bubbling 
gum over the horizon, and everything's sliding off 
the earth; the dancefloor tips into the open mouth 
of night, and a warm breath, the mirror-reflection of 
screaming, coos over the sea. 
www.myspace.com/wearepeepholes 

Rustie 

Repping for low-end Scotland 
with next gen dubstep which 
spritzes colourful pixels 
through murky beats. The 
wayward arcs these numbers 
inscribe on yr attention span 
are compulsive enough to 
return to, even if you're not 
sure what the hell you're 
ultimately hearing. Too weird 
to be snaffled by advertisers, 
too full-on to serve as mere 
atmosphere -take a listen and 
examine yr thoughts/feelings. 
www.myspace.com/ 
rustiebeetz 

Throats 

Full-frontal troglodytes plough through the effete 
sinews of haters like a land-galleon constructed 
entirely from scorn and obsidian. Difficult to decrypt 
lyrics from the invasive screams, but the music may 
well have been frankensteined entirely from metallic 
offal. Songs are axe attack quick and conclude with 
the extreme relaxation only offered by a nice long 
hospital stay, www.myspace.com/throatsofgold 





iViary Hampton 

Rural psychodramas relived through 
vaporous tones meet scattered notes, 
gut-strings, lost keys. Dowsing for the 'rad' 
within 'trad', this music is so entirely, happily 
out of the contemporary multimedia 
marketplace that you'd do as well to 
measure tracks with sundial as MySpace 
player. Of course, she has the latter; she's 
from and of today, but knows that looking 
to yesterday can be as far-sighted 
as tomorrow. 
www.myspace.com/maryhampton 





sewn to the sky 

Words: Abi Bliss 
Photography: Cat Stevens 
Styling: Milena Silvano 



Plan B go out on a limb with Eff i Briest, Brooklyn punk 
seamstresses weaving art and craft, nature and friendship into a 
hypnotic, shamanic energy 



I didn't ask Eff i Briest about their name. It comes 
from the title of Theodor Fontane's 1 9th Century 
German novel, where teenage bride Effi has an 
affair and is shunned by the same society that had 
pushed her into a loveless marriage. But why dwell 
upon melancholy tales of adultery when there's 
music like this? Leave the book on the shelf and 
the words seem far more potent. Whisper them: 
Effi Briest. A shimmering portal opens, into a world 
where a six-strong band from Brooklyn rides 
through the darkness. Theirs is a far-reaching quest, 
one of shadows and evening light, where multiple 
phoenices soar and mirrors repeat words back at 
you. It's a name for heroines. 

Like warriors summoned by an unheard horn, 
Effi Briest's members came from all corners of the 
USA, converging upon Brooklyn, where they first 



practised in the basement of a vintage clothing 
store. "Itwas pretty dark and damp with rats 
running around," remembers singer Kelsey Barrett. 
In the past, they numbered up to 1 2, but now 
there's six. Guitarist Sara Shaw and percussionist 
Jessica Stathos are elsewhere today; of the other 
four, Kelsey and drummer Corinne Jones are 
most talkative, with interjections from bassist 
Elizabeth Hart and Rebecca Squires, whose 
instruments include clarinet and accordion. Jet-lag 
spacey, they're still operating on Brooklyn time - it's 
late afternoon, but they're still only finishing 
breakfast, nursing Bloody Marys. But they laugh 
a lot, aware that lines spoken sincerely might 
sound pretentious in print. 

It sounds like a lot of fun being in Effi Briest, 
giving life to songs that writhe and flex in their 



hands, shape-shifting through winged psychedelic 
rock, gaunt post-punk and wolfish freak-folk before 
blurring into another form. "I feel like the music is 
always evolving," says Corinne. "Some of the songs 
we've been playing for years and you wouldn't 
recognise that song from when we started." On 
'Mirror Rim' and 'Long Shadow', their two singles to 
date on Loog Records, it sounds as though they've 
passed beyond Pluto's lonely orbit, swung boldly 
round the nose of the ellipse to find themselves back 
home, in the spooky half-world of the subconscious. 
At times the bass and drums lock into a Can-like 
groove. At others they're detached, floating away 
from each other into a void where Sara's arcing, 
flaring guitar and Jessica and Rebecca's flinching, 
rattling, sighing instruments just underline the 
unknowable space surrounding them. 
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"I don't see any 
problem with 
having some sort 
of feminine 
tradition" -Keisey 



Meanwhile Kelsey's vocals veer from a gauzy 
vapour trail to cries that echo Siouxsie Sioux's 
haunted yet commanding howl. There's a sense of 
transcendent ritual, yetshe's not the shaman: it's the 
band as a whole who are both guides and seekers, 
retreading their collective creations and improvising 
new paths together. 

"I think something that's interesting about a lot 
of our songs is that they intertwine a lot of 
elements", she says. "It's sort of like our insignia, 
a braid. That is, when something seems most right, 
when everything can fit together. It becomes an 
anchor, a quintessential part to the song - but then 
something can be like a little addition as well." 

It's an apt parallel, this logo that's at once the E 
and B of their name, a four-leafed clover of braids - 
like an anchor, or a compass pointing to afar. With 



songs that twist and weave their way collaboratively 
through several incarnations, are Effi Briest 
tapping into the same revival of traditional 
'women's crafts' - braiding, knitting, crochet-that 
can be seen as both feminist expression and anti- 
consumerist statement? 

"Well, I don't see any problem with having some 
sort of feminine tradition. It's valid. We're women 
and it's part of our history. I think there is an interest 
in eco-feminism right now, with ecology being such 
a big news point. People are looking for examples of 
past societies or cultures that have been able to 
flourish and not be destructive, and a lot of those 
are feminine-based." 

The band dismiss the tendency of a few previous 
writers to characterise them as a coven. " It's kind of 
sexist to call us witches, "says Keisey. I'm also wary 



of conflating women with 'nature', in the wake of 
thousands of years of feminist struggle to assert that 
we're not ruled by moon goddesses or wandering 
wombs, that we can choose our mates based upon 
more than whether they have a chiselled jaw and 
that we can pick up guitars without giggling at the 
thought of penis envy. But I'm curious whether the 
band have personal experiences of nature that have 
made an impression. 

"I was recently in west Texas," offers Elizabeth. 
"I grew up in Texas, but Fort Worth, which is east 
Texas, and I never fail to be so in awe of the things 
like desert and mountains and stars. Every time, 
I'm like, 'Why am I so shocked that these things are 
here?' But it's because I've been away from it so 
much -when I do see it, I can't believe that it's still 
there, that it hasn't been destroyed yet." 
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"I spent a lot of time right before I was in the 
band in Santa Cruz, and there's a mile of green belt 
around it", says Kelsey. "I remember climbing 
trees and meeting people in the tops of them in 
the forest. It's a pretty unique place; there's a 
primitivist ideal that's generally accepted. And 
there's tons of sea otters, and they're cute. " 

Whilst Rebecca was raised in the grow-it-or- 
shoot-it farming country of rural Maine, the 
details of Corinne's upbringing puts paid to any 
nascent Earth Mother narratives you may be 
forming: "I grew up in Memphis, right in the city, 
and I haven't had any real epiphanies with nature, 
I'm sorry to say!" 

" Even not having had a really profound 
connection with nature, I still know that things have 
to change," Kelsey adds. "The rate at which we're 
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destroying the world is ridiculous, so it's easy to feel 
passionate about." 

Whatever the band's views, their lyrics elude easy 
interpretation. One of an early batch of words 
penned byCorinne, lastyear's single 'Mirror Rim' 
was composed of palindromes, an exercise in formal 
rigour whose clipped non-sequiturs and backwards 
guitar hint at a Rorschach test's worth of 
unconscious associations waiting to spill out. 

"I remember sitting down when we first read the 
lyrics all together and I think everyone was really 
excited. There was something really strong about 
them, like everything that was in it was essential," 
says Kelsey. "Corinne and I both grew up listening 
to a lot of hardcore music. So I went back and 
listened to a lot of music from when I was younger, 
to get inspired to sing something with such 



conviction, but also, there's a little bit of volatility 
to it. Recently I've been listening to a lot more free 
jazz for inspiration and I'm trying to make my 
voice sound more like an instrument. And that's 
been really fun with the clarinet, doing a call 
and response". 

Their newsingle 'Long Shadow', meanwhile, is 
inspired by an impressionistic experience of a 
cemetery. " It's from a rather pleasant childhood 
memory of going on picnics with my mum in the 
late afternoon, and just remembering the long 
shadows cast by the headstones," Corinne explains. 
"There's a really particular light in Mississippi, very 
golden at that time of day, when it's just about to 
disappear into dusk. We try to stretch out the song 
like it's a long shadow, just holding it down and 
taking it out as far as we can. " 
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Kelsey wears: Cropped mohair knitted vest by Makepiece, sliiny black bra worn underneatin by American Apparel, 
vintage Jessica Ogden patchwork skirt, footless lace tights by Pamela Mann, vintage wooden necklace stylist's own, 
all other jewels model's own. 

Sara wears: Grey marl vest by Von Sono, vintage striped waistcoat by Hurwundeki London, turquoise jeans by 
American Apparel, green lace-up boots by Greenshoes, wooden beads necklace stylist's own, all other jewels 
model's own. 

Corinne wears: Cotton top with rainbow print by Milena, grey pencil skirt by American Apparel, belt model's own, 
net tights by Pamela Mann, shoes model's own, all jewels model's own. 

Jessica wears: Vintage multicolour patchwork vest by Hurwundeki London, chiffon skirt by Wildlife Works, eco- 
tanned corset belt by Greenshoes, tights with holes by Pamela Mann, black sandals by Shofolk, peacock earrings 
stylist's own, all other jewels model's own. 

Rebecca wears: Hand knitted dress by Milena, net slip dress with cherry motif worn underneath by Milena, shell 
necklace stylist's own, spider web tights Pamela Mann, boots model's own. 

Elizabeth wears: Pinafore dress with rainbow patchwork by Milena, black vest worn underneath Elizabeth's own, 
spider web tights by Pamela Mann, sandals by Shofolk, feather necklace stylist's own, all other jewels model's own. 

Hair and make-up: Annabel Galium @ Naked Artists assisted by Louise Bryan and Camilla Cockerill 

Stockists: 

American Apparel 020 77344477 www.americanapparel.co.uk 
Hurwundeki London 020 7734 1050 www.hurwundeki.com 
Green Shoes 01 364 644036 www.greenshoes.co.uk 
Makepiece 01 706 81 5888 www.makepiece.co.uk 
Milena 020 8986 1865www.at-the-treehouse.com 
Pamela Mann 01455 636231 www.pamelamann.co.uk 
Shofolk 020 74046458 www.folkclothing.com 
Von Sono 020 85259898 www.vonsono.de 
WildlifeWorkswww.wildlifeworks.com 



It's backed by 'Phoenix', a mythological mash-up 
of "Hans Christian Andersen with some William 
Blake thrown in." I'm curious, was the idea of 
the phoenix attractive in itself, or is it a metaphor? 
"I was trying to write lyrics that were really different 
from whatever else I had done at the time, to have 
different voices," says Corinne. "So there's no 'I' in 
the early songs, anyway. Kelsey singing them has 
really transformed them." 

" It is the song that I change my voice for, " Kelsey 
says. "I'd never really heard you say that before, but 
it's interesting, as at the beginning it's a little more 
post-punk, and then really heavy psych, and then 
gentle in the middle. So I feel like it's a song I sing 
in different voices. " How do you feel vocalising 
other people's lyrics? "It's like when you see a really 
good movie or hear a song and you really feel the 



emotion. I think sometimes when I write my own 
lyrics, it's a way to understand complicated ideas in 
my own head, or complicated emotions or 
experiences. Sometimes having an outside lyric 
I find it easier to pull out the main themes or 
emotions, or it's easier to understand how to place 
myself in it." 

So far, Effi Briest have toured both alone and 
as support to their friends Sunburned Hand Of 
The Man, another band whose shows hinge on 
creating a similar hypnotic vibe to bind both group 
and audience together. Are the band aware of the 
crowd when playing live, or are they more self- 
contained onstage? "I think it's impossible not to 
think about both," says Corinne. "But we do try 
and create a collective energy that we want to share 
with other people. We want to be truthful and 



honest about our energy and how our whole 
collective being is." 

"When I see girls chanting along with our songs, 
that's really exciting," adds Kelsey. 

"An energy from an audience is always going to 
affect the energy that we put out, " says Elizabeth. 
"If you're really getting this warm love, you can tell 
and it makes you psyched. You just play better." 

"We like to see the dudes excited, too," adds 
Rebecca, and everyone laughs. 

"That's true," Kelsey says. "There was a guy 
last night that was singing every word to 'Mirror 
Rim'. I could tell he was right there with me, and 
I was, like, 'Yeah! Right on! 'and I started singing 
just to him because he was so stoked." How did 
he know the words? "I don't know, but he totally 
knew them." 
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Flying Lotus chills with 
apparitions and shape-shifts 
through personas, synthesising 
a dreamy, hypnotic hip-hop 
that shimmers with possibilities 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



Flying Lotus makes music somewhere between the 
death of hip-hop and the manifestation of ghosts. 
Not on purpose, or pre-meditated - like many 
musicians, he is resistant to pigeonholes or 
categories. But there indicators are many, and too 
uncanny to avoid. His music is both ethereal and 
visceral, two apparently contradictory qualities 
which coincide when ghosts appear. Although his 
sound evolved on the other side of the world, in his 
hometown, Los Angeles, it shares many of the sonic 
sensibilities of dubstep - a genre that, in the hands 
of producers like Burial, has become a repository for 
the "hauntological",an idea that's sprung into 
being to describe cultures that have been forgotten 
or excluded from the mainstream. And most 
compellingly. Flying Lotus has his own stories of 
paranormal encounters, including episodes of lucid 
dreaming and sleep paralysis. 

"Your eyes are open but you can't do shit, you're 
stuck there," he says. "It's fucked up, you try to 
speak, scream, yell, and you can't. Sometimes you 
can wake yourself up from it, other times you fall 
right back into it. I don't know how it is for other 
people but when I have that shit it seems like the 
third eye is open -you're seeing ghosts and spirits 
and all sorts of weird shit. " Once, he once woke up 

34 1 plan b 




on his futon, and saw a shadow man -"like in Peter 
Pan" -sitting in his chair looking at him. Before he 
could act, the figure fled. 

Born Steven Ellington, he is the great nephew 
of John and Alice Coltrane, a connection which he is 
sick of talking about already. Suffice to say he played 
the saxophone at school, but " had to give that shit 
up [because] when your uncle is John Coltrane it 
puts you under a lotof pressure". He hasn't severed 
the link entirely- 'Auntie's Harp', on his new LP 
Los Angeles, features a sample of Alice playing the 
harp - but Ellington went to art and film school, and 
draws cartoons. His debut LP, 1983, landed on Plug 
Research in 2006, and caught the ear of Warp 
Records, who released the 'Reset' EP as a precursor 
to his forthcoming full-length. 

Lotus makes synthesised hip-hop of the kind that 
people have begun to call 'wonky', a sound 
characterised by warmth, lots of filtering, and an 
off-kilter feel that derives from rhythms that start or 
finish just before or after where the beat should be. 
His tracks feel like they float in seas of static, or drift 
on currents through the famous Los Angeles traffic 
smog. On 'Tea Leaf Dancers', the opener to 'Reset', 
Andrea Triani's sultry vocals are filtered so they fade 
in and out of the mixdown, as if the record is being 



played off bendy old vinyl (a hauntological nostalgia 
for pre-commercial soul, perhaps?). Los Angeles, 
meanwhile, is more exotic, layers moving like liquid, 
or objects of marvel suspended in deep sea or outer 
space. It's impossibly dreamy. I listentoitfora week 
on the bus on the way to work and forget about the 
newspaper on my lap: I drift all the way off. He's 
pleased when I tell him this: "That is something 
I really strive for while I'm listening to it- 1 wanna 
be taken someplace as well. It's my meditation." 

You would need to be in LA, Ellington says, 
to fully understand his music. He test-drives his 
stuff in the car, riding around with no destination 
in mind and the bass pumped way up. 'Melt!' - 
a sweltering banger with tabla-esque drums, a 
chorus of exotic whistles and percussion that rattles 
and chatters like a teemingjungle-was not named 
after a sandwich (although he has other tracks 
called 'Spicy Sammich' and 'Beginner's Falafel'), 
but because it was recorded as the temperature 
reached 1 17 degrees. "I was literally melting!" 

You can tell what Ellington really wants to 
talk about because his speech instantly becomes 
gentler and more distant, like he's talking from some 
distant dream. When he doesn't want to talk about 
something, he becomes louder and abrupt. "When 



you start on a record you put an idea together, "he 
explains, in haziertones. "Idon'twanta record to 
sound the same all the way through - it has to feel 
like a journey, and it has to have all sorts of elements 
that you mix in along the way. But it still has to be 
cohesive, it still has to have that frame in your mind 
like you're trying to tell a story. " So is there some 
crazy stuff out there that might shock people? 
"I'd love to play you some stuff to prove that! " 
he laughs. "I can't make a whole album out of it... 
or maybe I could, I have like 2000 tracks on my 
computer- it's there, I promise you." 

The name Flying Lotus originally comes from 
Ellington's cartoon drawings, a character he 
describes as being "trapped between knowledge 
and wisdom". This doesn'ttell me why he is called 
Flying Lotus, I point out. "Well, let me put it this way 
- if you could lucid dream what's the first thing 
you'd do?" OK, that does. Ellington explains the 
character was not originally conceived to be him. 
"He doesn't look anything like me. He's this pudgy 
Italian guy- kind of like Super Mario with a different 
hat on. I became him later. But I think maybe he was 
always me in the back of my mind." 

Despite his geographical distance. Flying Lotus 
has built up an artistic alliance with UK dubstep - he 



played a set on London pirate station Rinse FM 
back-to-back with Kode 9, and he's due to play 
Sonar alongside Shackleton and Mala from Digital 
Mystikz on a bill curated by Mary Anne Hobbs. 
I suggestthere are also sonic parallels. "Like 
dubstep, there's movement but it's still introspective, 
and it's dark, and it's still deep too," he says. "It can 
be an introspective kind of sound and still excite 
you to move. And obviously there's a lot of sub-bass 
at times." 

Kode 9 has a theory to his music that sets it in the 
context of the politics of fear post-9/1 1. Ellington 
has his own take on 9/1 1 . " I felt like I was forced to 
feel something," he says. "You know how you 
would feel if you were hanging out with someone 
all day, and you took them to your house, and then 
they left and then you notice something's missing? 
I felt like that for a second - a little violated. But 
I didn't get all up in arms about it like a lot of folks. 
Maybe because I wasn't in New York and I didn't 
have that attachment that closeness to the country 
- but I'm like, fuck me, we do that shit to them 
allthetime." 

Ellington, however, remains adamantthat his 
music is not born of a theory, nor does he choose to 
phrase it as political commentary. "I know that it's 



obviously my voice in my music but I try not to 
put my opinion on the situation too much because 
I feel like my music should be open to interpretation 
and decide what it's about and where they want 
it to take them. That's why I try to keep things a 
little bit ambiguous with track titles and artwork. 
I'm not gonna force-feed you into any concept 
or anything." 



'I wanna be taken 
someplace. It's 
my meditation.' 



When I interviewed Mala of Digital Mystikz for 
an introduction to dubstep in Plan B two years ago, 
he told me he did not want his music to be tied to 
an interpretation; it is foremost meditative. But if 
fear has been harnessed into a manipulative and 
coercive politics, then the freedom artistically to 
dream, to encounter ghosts, and to converse with 
what haunts us, is vital. 
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this is the renaissance 

Words: Joseph Stannard 

Photography: Andrew Whitton '^^^^^ 

Ron and Russell Mael are Sparlcs, art-p"op conceptualists rooting 
in the undergarments of popular music and teasing what they 
find into minimalist symphonies that celebrate perversity and 
yearn for perfection. On the eve of new album Exotic Creatures 
Of The Deep, they bring their back catalogue to the stage in its 
entirety. Nostalgia wiji pjever-^be the same cigmn 
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^ Neil Kulkarni ogles his ears 
at Sparks' formative years 



A Woofer In Tweeters , 

Clothing (Bearsville, 1972) 
^ Sheeyit, rock'n'roll simply. 
[^ didnotsoundliketHisin 
1 972. Especially not in America. Fascinated 
by English psyche,.powerpop, Brecht/Weill, 
* the lingering threat of Nazism, unfulfilled 

;;y^ Hillbilly longings, high kulture, the .: 
'>F^\ unbridled joy of a*sadist finding a 
^'* \ fi/asochist and a deep, warm longing for 



^V-^iV^^ "^.-wi^iriJri 



..eet, 5)parks set about throwing e\l!#rything 
at your walls until it sticks in your heart. 
The Yanks didn't get it, and t^js album's 
failure precipitated a move to old Albion. 



ICimono My House 

(Island, 1974) 
■^^^^ What's so scintillating 
ISllI^ j about Kimono is how much 
it link? with, howmuch it cold-shoulders 
through sheer steaming oddity. There's 
touches of ^lam, of pro.to-punk, of 
krautrock, freakbeat, showtunes, art-rock 
and balladry all over Kimorids delirious 
■ attack, all skewered uhiquely.through t£e 
lethal wit, the hysteria and heartbreakpf -^ 
Russell's vox and the garish greatness of ■ 



Take^iaily like vitamins. 

Propaganda (Island, 1974) 
Fully shedding their dark 
1 past, firmly committed to a 
'^. ^» \ ifreakishly-lit new future, 
Propagandaimds Sparks with time to take 
breath after Kimono's last-gasp wad- 
blowing. It's better for it: on tracks like 
'Reinforcements', Sparks rock harder and 
more beautifullythan ever before, all 
chrome and glitter and hydraulic grace. It's 
the ballads that really slay you though: if 
you ain't getting into the Kleenex by the 
end of 'Bon Voyage' I spurn you and your 
"stone heart forever. 
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^ . ^ Indiscreet (Island, 1975) 

9^5*^^ ^ Oft-forgotten, indiscreetls, 
4^ ' III for some, the greatest of all 
5;^j3&- Sparks albums. Tony 
Visconti allows the band to stretch out 
musically, bigger budgets and lusher 
production values allows Ron's most finely 
filigreed ideas to reach full fruition, and the 
lyrics are perhaps the most emotionally 
grown-up Sparks have ever given us. 
Whether Sparks knew it would be their 
swansong for Island, and their last album 
as a fully-functioning/conventional band 
doesn't really occur when music sweeps 
you off your feet as completely 
as Indiscreet does. Draw a line from this 
straight through to Angst In My Pants. 
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"Looks, looks, looks/As long as you're long on 
looks." -'looks, Looks, Looks' (1975) 

Sitting in the bar of Kensington's Copthorpe Tara 
Hotel, I come to the conclusion that Ronald and 
Russell Mael are the shyest, most retiring people 
I have ever met in my life. Russell is mildly 
gregarious, his neatly combed jet-black fringe sitting 
atop a face that seems to have been created solely 
forthe purpose of smiling, but he seems nervous, 
happy to defer to his suited and booted brother. 
Ron, while rather more loquacious, is visibly 
uncomfortable with the attention, though polite to 
a fault. Both Maels are soft-spoken, mild-mannered 
- and meticulously clean, in an old-fashioned way. 
They resemble a pairoffavourite uncles, which is 
howl like to think of them anyway. 

'Too bad there ain 't ten of you/Then I'd show you 
what I'd do/I could cheat on five of you/And be 
faithful to you too/But there's only one of you. " - 
'BeatThe Clock' (1979) 

Sparks exist to excel. They are overachievers. 
One might conjecture that they're forever haunted 
by the looming spectre of failure, the abject fear of 
being exposed or found out. They are endlessly 
compelled to be harder, better, faster, stronger. 
Like many of their kind. Sparks have driven 
themselves out of this world and into one of their 
own making, their pursuit of perfection all but 
cutting them off from the rest of existence. As such, 
they are perhaps the ultimate meta-pop group, 
meta not only because they constantly comment on 
the processes of pop, displaying an acute awareness 



superfreak Todd Rundgren, who secured them 
a contract with Bearsville Records. The ensuing 
albums, 1 971 's Half nelson and the next year's /\ 
Woofer In Tweeter's Clothing sold poorly, which 
provided an early lesson in the oft-yawning gulf 
between aspiration and reality -a theme which the 
band would return to with nagging, obsessive 
persistence throughout their career. 

"With the first two albums," begins Ronald, 
"we were doing things that we thought were 
special, and six waitresses at the Whiskey A Go Go 
in Los Angeles were all that would come to see us. 
That kind of brought us a certain reality, that we 
were working in a kind of fantasy land, and then the 
reality of the situation that there's a record company 
but nobody hearing whatyou're doing. That kind of 
clashed with our dream of how the whole scheme 
of things was gonna be. So we're both realistic and 
non-realistic about what we're doing." 

"Tits were once a source of fun and games at home/ 
And now she says, tits are only there to feed our 
little Joe/So that he'll grow. "- 'Tits' (1 975) 

My own true love for Sparks started with a library 
hire of Kimono in the late Nineties. Its gaudy, 
greenish hues and bright, reflective surfaces, shot 
through with quicksilver wit and a pinch of grit, not 
to mention the gloriously overwrought splendour of 
it all, grabbed me by the heart and planted a Bugs 
Bunny-with-lipstick kiss on my lips. But just beneath 
the greasepaint and narcissism I could make out a 
whole bunch of other stuff; pain, disappointment, 
awkwardness, social anxiety, tragedy. This is partly 
why Sparks are worthy of love rather than mere 



'The strongest asset you can have 
in a band is a general hostility to 
nothing in particular' -RonMaei 



of the means of production which compels them to 
title one song 'Chicks Dig Metaphors' and conclude 
another with an outro of 'And this song will fade 
out/Yes, this song will fade out," {'\ Predict', 1982) 
but also because they have, in their vertical ascent, 
lifted themselves so far above the mainstream that 
their only competition is. . .Sparks. 

"We think of what we're doing as being in its 
own world, with its own set of rules that are a part 
of that world," says Russell, in his Californian drawl. 
It's true, normal rock rules don't apply to Sparks; 
they're an American band with an appreciably 
European aesthetic, whose acidic wit, Dadaist 
humour and peerless erudition marked them as 
distinct from theirfolk and boogie peers in the early 
Seventies, and whose first decade traced a trajectory 
that took them from vaudevillian dramarama of the 
still-stunning 'This Town Ain't Big Enough For The 
Both Of Us' to the silvery shimmer-disco of 'The Nol 
Song In Heaven'. And in their recent, renaissance 
years, they have pioneered some of the most 
persuasive minimalist art-pop since Laurie 
Anderson's '0 Superman' in the form of 2003's Lil' 
Beethoven and 2006's Hello Young Lovers. 

"The tendency can be there with a band that 
has had 21 albums to rely on the fact that you have 
a fanbase of a certain size and you can just keep 
doing the same thing," Russell continues. "But 
I think the reason we've survived this long is that 
we kind of inspire ourselves." 

There was once, however, a time when Sparks 
grafted in much the same way as any other bunch 
of hairy reprobates. Emerging from Pacific Palisades, 
Los Angeles under the name Halfnelson in 1970, 
the band attracted the attention of avant-MOR 



respect; because they hurt. Someone close to me 
recently spoke about "the painful part of a joke", 
and when I listen to Sparks, I know exactly what she 
means. 'Here In Heaven', 'Equator' and 'Thank God 
It's Not Christmas' are songs about being shut out, 
left behind, pushed away. Songs about the struggle 
to live up to impossible standards, about the 
falsehood of romantic ideals, about loss and 
emptiness. Because in this world, the one Sparks 
hover above and keep a keen eye upon, it's hard to 
shake the suspicion that you have to be badder, 
bolder, better... or you're fucked. It's a terrifying, 
heartbreaking thought. 

Are you optimists or pessimists? 

"Is the glass half-empty or half-full?" considers 
Russell. "That depends on which of the two of us 
you ask." 

"My glass," mumbles Ron, "needs a refill." 

"As I sit down to play the organ at the Notre Dame 
Cathedral/You know you're gonna be upstaged 
again and again/As I sit down to play the organ at 
the Notre Dame Cathedral/You know you're gonna 
be upstaged/Upstaged by Him. "- 'As I Sit Down To 
Play The Organ At The Notre Dame Cathedral' 
(2006) 

"I think the strongest asset you can have in a band is 
a general hostility to nothing in particular," muses 
Ron. "While other people around us have learned 
their lesson and become more accepting, we still 
have that basic antagonism towards something. 
We're not sure what. Maybe just the status quo. " 
American rock traditionally labours under the 
idea that it is a force of nature, an expression of 
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'The reason 
we've survived 
this long is that 
we Icind of inspire 
ourselves.' 




^ 



- Russell Mael 



personal and/or communal freedom. Sparks on 
the other hand are a force against nature, a band 
who, like fellow US rock dissidents Devo and later 
collaborators (circa Plagiarism, Sparks' 1 997 album 
of re-recordings) Faith No More, grind against the 
orthodoxy of US rock in both form and content. 
There has always been something unsettling about 
the Mael brothers, something that makes people 
feel a bit sick; the idea of siblings playing together 
in a band is slightly disturbing in any case, and this 
was compounded in the early days by the fact that 
the siblings in question comprised of an edibly 
androgynous pretty boy seemingly designed to 
provoke cries of 'woofter' from disgruntled dads the 
world over and a seething Adolf Hitler lookalike. 
Sparks' wilful perversion of pop normality did 
not stop at their distinctive image, however; with 
what is generally considered their 'classic' trilogy. 
Kimono My House, 1 974's Propaganda and 
1975's/nc//screetthey chewed up and spat out 
a bewildering array of styles, refusing to subscribe 
to the notion of rock authenticity that dictates that 
you find out what you're good at and damn well 
stick at it; a criticism also levelled at arch-magpie 
David Bowie, although at least Sparks made their 
borrowings explicit and never attempted the 
wholesale theft of another artist's soul (see Lou 
Reed, Iggy Pop, Klaus Nomi et al). Then there is the 
issue of the brothers' obvious intellect, their ability 
to succinctly summarise social and sexual mores 
within a three-minute pop song. No-one likes a 
smartarse - apart from other smartarses, of which 
England has always been full, hence Sparks' 
popularity this side of the Atlantic and their 
influence on too-clever-by-half British softies like 
Morrissey, The Associates' Billy Mackenzie and The 
Pet Shop Boys' Neil Tennant. 

"And they sing and play and carry on like/Rock'n 'roll 
people in a disco world. "- 'Rock And Roll People In 
A Disco World' (1979) 

In the latter part of the Seventies, having returned 
to LA and attempted a brief retreat from stylistic 
promiscuity in the form of the disappointing rock- 
based albums Big Beat and Introducing Sparks , the 
brothers wriggled themselves free from tradition 
altogether, recruiting disco producer Giorgio 
Moroderfor 1979's A/o/ /n/-/ea\/en. This resulted in 
an album which, in terms of streamlined futurism 
and arpeggiated elan, made Moroder's most 
machinelike productionsfor Donna Summer seem 
steam-driven by comparison. 
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"There was a lot of head-scratching as to what 
we were up to," nods Russell, "We were working 
in a non-guitar way, with electronics, which were 
not something that you'd correlate with rock 
music. Up to that point we'd been a band, and 
then we got rid of all the band instrumentation, 
then we were working as a duo, so people were 
saying, 'How can it be a band if it's only two 
people?' We don't even think in those kind of 
terms about what is or isn't a band, but people 
were confused. 

"We never saw it as disco, but we were using 
more danceable rhythms as a different context to 
put what we were doing in. But a lot of people 
were, 'They're crazy! 'The ironic thing is that the 
public accepted it more than the supposed 
intelligentsia. The public never seems to have 
a problem with what Sparks is up to, when they're 
exposed to it." 

"Home/My baby's taking me home/My baby's 
taking me home/My baby's taking me home/My 
baby's taking me home/My baby's taking me 
/70/T?e."- 'My Baby's Taking Me Home' (2003) 

I came across Lil' Beethoven, the album which 
suddenly and unexpectedly demonstrated Sparks' 
relevance to a post-millennial pop audience, just 
prior to being diagnosed with obsessive-compulsive 
disorder. Apparently, there was a damn good 
reason why I was the only person I knew who could 
relate to its bloody-minded - at times bloody 
difficult -focus on rhythm and repetition. I was 
working in a record shop in Brighton, putting 'My 
Baby's Taking Me Home' and 'Your Call's Very 
Important. Please Hold' on repeat, repeat, repeat, 
driving my colleagues to distraction. It sounded just 
fine to me. 

"With Lil' Beethoven we wanted to get away 
from working within song structures, go into the 
studio and see what would happen," explains 
Ronald. "Sometimes you could be working on 
something for three months and you don't even 
knowwhere it's going. I guess the obsessive- 
compulsive part is not knowing where to stop. 
'Well it's been seven months, maybe we should 
move on to something else.' We try not to put 
what we're doing in any kind of context because if 
you stand back from it a little bit, then the whole 
thing is kind of ridiculous, [laughs] Not necessarily 
the song, but the process. Especially as the kind of 
music that we're making is not modern classical, 
it's pop music. " 



"Let the monkey drive/It is only fair/It's the monkey's 
car/And he hates to share/Let him chauffeur us/ 
While we have our fun/Keep our love alive/Out on 
Highway One. "- 'Let The Monkey Drive' (2008) 

One of the highlights of Sparks' previous album. 
Hello Young Lovers -\n my opinion the biggest, 
boldest statement the band has ever made - was 
'Baby Can I Invade Your Country', a blazing riposte 
to American foreign policy barely disguised as a 
desperate plea for sex, incorporating elements of 
'The Star Spangled Banner' to boot. Sparks' lustrous 
new diamond cluster Exotic Creatures Of The Deep 
contains a road trip titled 'Let The Monkey Drive', 
the political subtext of which is fairly easy to divine. 
Sparks as unlikely Bushwhackers? It's a gratifying 
thought, one which suggests the band aren't quite 
as distanced as received wisdom would have it. 

"Judging from an American perspective, with 
what's going on in America particularly, there are 
no expectations of anything. There's, like, apathy," 
laments Russell. 

Let's talk direct action, then. If Sparks' music 
could kill, who would it? 

"The current US administration. . . " he pauses, 
"... not that we endorse the killing of anyone. " 

Maybe mildly bruise? 

"Yep, bruising the current administration. Wrist- 
slapping the current administration. For being 
naughty." 

One big slap or a slap each? 

" I think a slap each, because they all deserve 
their own. Condoleeza Rice, she deserves one too." 

"A 'Three Stooges' kind of slap," offers Ronald. 

"Yes," agrees Russell. "Kind of chp-chp-chp- 
chp-chp." 

"Balls/All you need are/Balls/To succeed are/Balls/All 
you need are. "- 'Balls' (2000) 

As you read this. Sparks are currently in the process 
of playing their 20 previous albums over 20 nights 
at London's Islington Academy, culminating in the 
debut of Exotic Creatures, their 2 1 st, at Shepherd's 
Bush Empire. Is this destined to be the vast, 
monolithic tombstone laid upon the very concept 
of 'Don't Look Back'-style rock classicism? 

"I hope so," smirks Ronald. 

You just couldn't resist, could you? 

"We feel that the 2 1 albums as a whole are the 
finest hour, " states Russell. "But we really wanted to 
call attention to Exotic Creatures. That's what it's all 
about for us." 
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cognitive dissonance 

Words: Noel Gardner 

Illustration: NickBlinko 



As part of Plan B's ongoing series on musical mavericks and forgotten visionaries, we meet 
Rudimentary Peni, enigmatic, reclusive anarcho punks documenting society's ruthless inequalities 
and exploring the furthest recesses of the mind 



Thousands of punk bands have used personal and 
political paranoia as a crutch for their songwriting. 
Others have channelled genuine delusionary states 
into musical creativity. It's questionable if anyone has 
managed to marry these notions in the way 
Rudimentary Peni have - a ruthless twinning of the 
surreal and the satirical tempered only by a deft and 
near-unmatched-in-punk musicality. 

The option of isolating one element of this 
Hertfordshire trio - Nick Blinko's sociopathic lyrical 
volleys (dense, meta-referential rhymes seriously 
comparable to no-one save maybe Wu-Tang at their 
conspiratorial heights) from the elemental rush of 
their music from the visionary, mindrazingly intricate 
artwork drawn by vocalist/guitarist Blinko for each 
release -is simply unviable. From their formation in 
1 980, Rudimentary Peni have espoused an ethos 
where the marketing of rock music was held up as 
the tawdry parade it was, and in doing so made 
themselves The Complete Package. Sweet irony. 

David Tibet of Current 93 has been one of 
the most vocal and important cheerleaders for 
Rudimentary Peni, and especially Nick's auxiliary 
activities in art and literature. "I had long been a fan 
of authors like Lovecraft and Machen, and I saw in 
Nick Blinko honouring similar obsessions to the ones 
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that mattered to me," he explains. "Nick and RP 
were absolutely sui generis: neither band nor the 
individuals could be copied in any meaningful sense 
as they were so absolutely themselves, free of 
artifice and fashion." 

As pre-Peni experimental synth ensemble 
The Magits, featuring Nick and drummer Jon 
Greville, drifted apart, bassist Grant Matthews came 
in to complete the RP lineup. Their commitment to 
recording in favour of playing live, which they 
considered a trying trial, provided foundation for 
a cloudy enigma that surrounds the band to this day, 
and also ensured their eponymous 1 2-track debut 
EP was about as good as it could have been. As 
good as punk could be. Delivered at predominantly 
hurtling pace, clipped and sinewy, it's a self-evident 
punk record, yet it's hard to overstate how 
alarmingly Other an effect is achieved - peaking 
perhaps with 'Teenage Time Killer', which has an 
intro that sounds like something Sonic Youth spent 
1 5 years tuning their guitars to lock into. 

If Rudimentary Peni \s an anarcho punk record it's 
only by virtue of context. The politics in the words 
convey intense itches of dissatisfaction, but chiefly 
look inward, or shun direct protest song for knotty 
penmanship. However, the time of the single's 



release found the band visiting Crass at their Dial 
House commune, playing an inaugural London 
show with The Subhumans and Flux Of Pink Indians 
and recording a second EP, 'Farce', for Crass 
Records. Although it's dressed in sonic sackcloth 
by the anarcho era's generic clatter-f i production, 
there's not a moment when the rage subsides, Nick's 
vocal delivery perhaps its most intense ever. 

"I suppose I first heard of RP quite a while after 
I became a fan of Crass," recalls David Tibet. "Not 
long after moving to London I became friends with 
[Crass associate] Annie Anxiety, and moved into her 
squat in South London. Through her I gotto know 
Crass as well as many other anarcho punk bands. 
RP were one of the bands who most moved me, 
perhaps because I admired the intensity of their 
vision, as well as the fact that their frame of reference 
wasn't the fairly standard - and perfectly valid and 
admirable -communitarian/humanitarian one." 

Consider, then, the insert that came with 1 983's 
Deatli Cliurcli LP: alongside broadsides against 
vivisection and bloated punk icons. Grant tells 
a weary tale of the Autonomy Centre, an anarchist 
setup swiftly scuppered by glue-fucked punks under 
the impression that this was a green light to do and 
take anything for free. Deatli Cliurcli is an exemplary 




'Rudimentary Peni were so absolutely 
themselves, free of artifice and 

fashion' -David Tibet 



creation, but it was assembled by a band cast asunder 
by Grant's battle with cancer (thankfully conquered) 
and cast into a scene whose ideals failed to mask 
shortcomings. Little wonder they didn't release 
another record until 1 989's tribute to HP Lovecraft, 
Cacophony, and undertook another lengthy silence 
until 1 995's Pope Adrian The 37th Psych ristiatric, 
based around an incarcerated Blinko's delusions 
that he was in line to become Pope. Since then, 
up until the new No More Pain, the band have 
adhered to their most comfortable format - 
1 5-20-minute EPs of compact, anthemic songs, 
lyrics condensed into three orfour lines per song. 

A constant backdrop to Peni activity has been 
Blinko's art and prose, which has resulted in a series 
of exhibitions and two novels. David Tibet got back 
in contact with Nick in the Nineties when both were 
featured in an exhibition of 'outsider art'; his print 
media wing, Durtro Press, publishes the second 
Blinko tome later this year. "There are 99 chapters, 
and it will be around 200 pages long," informs 
Tibet. "It'stheverbal equivalent of Nick's pictorial 
work. Claustrophobic, nightmarish, funny, 
perplexing, beautiful, and 93,000 other adjectives." 

Rudimentary Peni have been architects of some 
truly immersive music, immersion in which makes 



Tibet's loving description of Nick Blinko's art seem 
equally applicable to the records he's helmed. "His 
usual absence of colour always makes me see it as 
colour, and when he works in colour it makes me 
think of how Klimt would paint the essential natures 
of germs and viruses. Apocalyptic hallucinatory 
horror? Children in a playground all possessed by the 
Pit simultaneously and screaming and laughing?" 

Noel Gardner talks to Grant Matthews and 
Nick Blinko 

Tm given to understand that despite continuing 
to maice punk records, RP listen to little or no 
punk rock during the creative process. How 
come the band has more or less stayed within 
the understood boundaries of punk music? 
Grant: "Our listening habits have varied over 
the decades. From Echoes Of Anguish onwards 
I came to the conclusion that I wanted to try to 
improve what we were doing within the understood 
boundaries of punk music. This notion comes from 
George Friedrich Handel; he wrote vast amounts of 
music during his lifetime, all of which was in a 
certain vein. By doing this, he would occasionally 
write something that was better than his earlier 
similar output. The influence of Indian classical 



music can be heard in the way in which some of our 
songs repeat while speeding up, a technique that 
can be heard in some Indian religious chanting." 

Are you uncomfortable by how much 
people are willing to buy (or at least sell!) your 
debut novel The Primal Screamer for these 
days? (Three figure sums aren't uncommon.) 
Did you write it with an audience in mind? 

Nick: "One-hundredth of such a purchase price 
could cause a difference elsewhere in the world. 
Is there only one way to spend money- a hundred 
lottery tickets or a novel? I had no idea who might 
read The Primal Screamer, nor do I have any concept 
of the possible readership of a new book." 

Do the members of RP still adhere to the 
principles of anarchy and autonomy that were 
promoted on the sleeve of Death Churchl 

Grant: " I was the only one who was ever into 
that political thing, though I never defined myself 
as an anarchist. When I helped out at the Autonomy 
Centre I noticed that in the absence of formal power 
structures, informal power structures take their 
place anyway. As far as compromising with society 
is concerned, society continues to exclude the likes 
of me anyway, so I've never really been faced with 
those kind of dilemmas." 
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'Am I a clown to you?' 
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easy to swallow 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Photography: Gaelle Beri 

Gonzales 

ICA, London 

Chilly Gonzales, half-Jewish popsupervillain, 
esteemed classical pianist, Grammy- 
nominated super-producer, (alleged) owner 
of a third testicle, and self-proclaimed 
"entertainer of the year" (circa 2002), surveys 
the crowd through perspiration that pours 
down his brow like a waterfall. He looks hurt: 
"Am I a clown to you?" And the crowd - who 
were beaming -shuffle awkwardly and look 
at their feet because, y'know, it's complicated. 

Back in the early Noughties, someone 
somewhere made a decision. Authenticity 
was in and irony was passe. Nice thought, 
but somewhere along the way the baby got 
thrown out with the bathwater because the 
best - and trust, Gonzales is the best - can do 
both at once, atthe same time, in the same 
rhyme. Gonzo tries on a genre just to see 
if it fits and does it better than all the poor 
schmucks that labour and scrape, pay dues 



and sweat the small print. His rap album, 
2002's The Entertainist, pieced together with 
Digital Hardcore personnel, fused brave nu- 
Berlin style to Eminem ego. 2004's Solo Piano 
shed the shtick for a suite of Satie-like piano 
miniatures performed with quiet elan. 
Now he's back with SoftPoiver- his take on 
Eighties soft pop: Phil Collins, Billy Joel, Kenny 
G. The grand piano remains, but there's a full 
backing band too, Le Together Ensemble, 
all decked out in Eighties yuppie threads- 
button-up shirts, too-tight slacks, and orange 
ties with Gonzo signatures -like they're fresh 
from the office floor. Musically, meanwhile, 
it's like the contents of Patrick Bateman's 
Walkman turned out and drenched in Sex 
Panther aftershave. All sparkly synthesisers 
and 'Baker Street'-style sax solos, 'Slow Down' 
and 'Unrequited Love' are both neatly 
observed and surprisingly affecting. 

Then, all of a sudden, Gonzo's off the piano 
and out in the audience, carried around on 
some guy's shoulders. Next he throws a neatly 
stage-managed diva tantrum, causing his 
band to storm off, but lures them back with 
virtuosic solo piano and sugared apologies. 



He dispatches a front-row heckler with a jet 
of sweat and phlegm. "I've got hits, I've got 
SPITS! I've got hits. ..I've got SHITS! "Then he's 
stood on the piano, sleeves rolled up, larking 
his way through 'Take Me To Broadway', a past 
manifesto for Gonzo's dalliances with kitsch: 
"These days bad taste is so delectable/And the 
crowds are so suggestible ". And then . ..then.. . 
there is a cover of 'Easy Lover'. 

Are we being played here? What makes 
this more than dogshit dressed in diamonds, 
served up with just enough charisma to 
hoodwink jaded kitsch junkies eager for 
giggles with adequate remove? Simply,it's 
that Gonzales still recognises irony done right 
is righteous vandalism, a stink bomb up the 
canon. Things climax with 'Working Together', 
a Mi/ppets-like clap-along that, under the 
Prozac-happy chorus {"Working together! Oh 
oh oh! Living together!") slyly satirises the 
corporation that owns your soul. As the song 
winds down, the band convene front-of- 
stage, falling backwards into one another's 
arms, high-fiving, embracing. Maybe Chilly 
Gonzales is just a clown. But it's so sweet to 
be fooled by him. Let's get fooled again. 



Echo 

If a band has a reputation tor live shows 
that beggar description, on one hand you 
want to cheer, on the other, to be 
suspicious. Akron/Family's try-everything 
albums are entertaining enough, and their 
love for a range from call-and-response 
gospel to massive metal riffs equally clear, 
but the secret set they were putting on 



here might have been approached warily 
by some not already fully committed. 

The proof, it turned out, lay with the 
audience - people up and dancing - 
constantly.lhe five-piece, switching styles 
and songs on a dime but never seeming 
forced or false, not only thrived on the 



contact but relied on it; they performed 
such big (but not grandiose) music 
precisely because they wanted everyone 
off the floor, away from the wall. 

Even when one audience member fully 
tumbled over another, the response was a 
shake of a hand. 
Ned Raggett 

Nick Cave And The Bad Seeds 



Hammersmith Apollo, Lonci 

Time was when this blowhard diehard 
fanboy steeled himself for a day when old 
Nick might turn up like a Gothic-not-Gothic 
Paul Weller; redundant, retrograde, and 
self-regarding with no tunes or extant 
talent to justify the entropic buck-sucking 



complacency prevalent in so many peers. 
But then along came Grinderman, clearing 
the si It for the last, way-more-than-decent 
Bad Seeds joint proper and then this: so 
fucking no c/7aA7ce. Throwing lean shapes 
with his new axe as though born welded 
to the thing and bloking about with Seeds, 
(particularly Warren Ellis - matching high- 
kicks with the hirsute six-stringed shaman, 
a brimstone Bowie and Ronson sans 
Stardust and mock blowjobbery), tonight's 
Cave is psyched up and reincarnated as a 
spider-black, swamp-rock shag-demon, 
lapping up every stinging shred of this 
kickback from all those epic-but-quiet 
piano years. 'Tupelo' lurches along like the 
dustbowl apocalypse it is, 'Red Right Hand' 



is shit hot and sepulchral and choice 
chunks of Dig, Lazarus, Dig! Hare likewise 
delivered (and received) as future classics. 
James Papademetrie 

Current ! 

Queen Elizabeth Hall, Lon« 

David Tibet has a diverse selection of 
friends. Guests in an elemental Current 93 
lineup include Baby Dee, whose opening 
setwithessentiallythe same backing band 
is a decidedly odd combination of arch 
harpistry and hefty DMed campery; 
Andrew WK on bass (far from his 'Party 
Hard' persona); a sequin-lashed Marc 
Almond soaring through the hymn 
'Idumea' that runs through Black Ships Ate 
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Dreamtime waking 
lullabies 




sunset international 

Words: Euan Andrews 
Photography: Brian Sweeney 

Triptych 2008: Pram, James Blackshaw, 
Human Bell 

The Bongo Club, Edinburgh 

It's the end for Triptych. After eight years 
of lager-sponsored leftf ield festivities across 
the three main cities of Scotland each April, 
it's 'one last bash' time. Glasgow, 
as ever, draws the long straw -Scotland's 
rock capital gets a big party and day-long 
events curated by Mogwai. Here in not- 
very-rocking-at-all Edinburgh, it's more a 
few low-key gigs smattered across the 
weekend in select small venues persuaded 
to put bands on before their club nights 
begin at eleven. 

So here we are at the Bongo Club, down 
the dusty end of Holyrood Road mere feet 
away from Scotland's parliament building, 
and we find Human Bell almost apologetically 
taking to the stage at 7.30pm in front of 
around 20 people. It's not looking good. 



The S/ry (and the core of tonight's set - the 
same song appearing in an astonishing 
piece of solo vocal acrobatics in an encore 
from ErnestoTomasini). A high point 
arrives when Antony Hegarty slips on 
to perform a hauntingly beautiful 'Soft 
Black Stars'. 

It's not all high camp though, and a 
barefoot Tibet leads the apocalyptic 
ensemble through a set which quite 
frequently raises the roofofthe hall. Coptic 
and cryptic, Gnostic and occasionally far 
out and gone, Current 93 tonight are often 
breathtaking, and while erudite, never 
pompous. Godspeed! You Soft Black 
Imperium, indeed. 
Richard Fontenoy 



David Heumann and Nathan Bell stare 
out into the vast space like it's a ravine to be 
crossed, double-necked guitars at the ready. 
And then they begin to churn. Swirling cyclical 
passages, pastoral melodies - perhaps how 
Earth may eventually sound when the final 
vestige of metal is drained from them. My 
associate for the evening says when he shuts 
his eyes he sees Peter Fonda in the desert. 
Their finale involves nerve-shredding trumpet, 
a feeling of standing high up in front of a 
blood red sunset, like Bitches Brew backed 
by Neil Young and Crazy Horse's /Arc-l/l/e/d. 

It's a tough act to follow, and the place is 
filling up a bit, but James Blackshaw doesn't 
really bother. He just plonks himself down 
with his 1 2-string and embarks on some 
serious, long drawn-out fingerpicking 
pieces, a little like Jack Rose in very 
contemplative mood. It's LOVELY. I wish 
it was Sunday afternoon. But it's not. 
It's Saturday night. I want to kick out the 
jams and dance to the music! His set goes 
on. And on. And on. The audience 
conversation begins to drown out his 
(still quite lovely) playing. 



Next, twin opaque domes either side 
of the stage, like mini versions of Zen the 
computerfromB/a/ce'sSe\/en, light up and 
begin strobing through an alternate History 
Channelof science information films, Jan 
Svankmajer and ancient Slavic fictions. Finally, 
Pram wander onto a stage littered with 
theremins, trombones and accordions. They 
look somewhat like bashful professors and 
forthe duration of their instrumental set, 
communication is keptto a bare minimum, 
with just the occasional nod and smile in 
our direction. That's fine, though - 1 like the 
idea we don't need to be here, that Pram 
would still perform their dreamtime waking 
lullabies, musicfor being softly fed a bitter 
pill beforesleep.lt makes perfect sense they 
have a song called 'The Empty Quarter', like 
a blank space on an ancient navigation map. 

Pram take us on a blissful walk upon the 
surface of a Victorian moon, turning a 
beeryfunked-up club room into their parlour 
(and library) where we are visitors and when 
they finally, silently flit from the stage they 
leave shadows behind, expecting 
to be filled. 



I nere s a lesiivai aimospnere in inis 
sweltering Sixties sweatbox, though it's 
of the kind more normally found in the 
humanistsideroomsofthe Conway Hall. 
Stalls of occult-leaning reading material 
line one wall, and an engrossed capacity 
audience sit earnestly through films 
featuring insect life in close up sound (and 
vision) while 'esoteric cartographer' Gary 
Lachman delivers a splendidly scatological 
paper on the golems of Prague. 

Ken Hollings, whose gonzo disaster 
novel Destroy All Monsters nffed on a 
reanimated Elvis and aToho Studios full of 



giant reptiles - narrates a prayer to the 
ultimate rubber-suited lizardman himself, 
Gojira (AKA Godzilla). Accompanied in 
suitably heaving manner by the doomy 
electronics of Oort, the evening ends with 
the rumbling sound of Tokyo under very 
heavy pressure indeed as Zaii Krishna and 
Richard Guest's dueling space guitars beat 
back the bass synthesis of Otto Amon and 
Bruce Woolley's demented Theremin. 
Richard Fontenoy 

Matt And Kim 

Fleche D'Or, 

"Are you rrr-eady kids?" shouts Matt, as 
Kim JDOunces onto her drum-stool. It's as 
though he's presenting a children's TV 



show, with an overenthusiastic grin and a 
young viewers' vocabulary - record- 
cassette French and lyrics that go, "Yeah! 
Yeah! Yeah! "or "Yeah, yeah !/No, no!" 
really quickly Matt says Kim quit being an 
Olympic runner to be in the band, and it 
shows in her 1 0Okm/h drumming, like the 
rebound from her toms might make her 
take off If Speed = Distance/Time, the duo 
are working power-punk-fast, but their 
formula - each song a two-minute bang- 
out played to a mosh that can't keep up - 
annoys me, in the same way a toddler with 
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though: the crowd's surfing, sweating, and 
rather red in the face. 
Hannah Gregory 
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all neon like 

Words: Petra Davis 
Photography: Angela Lubrano 

Bjork 

Hammersmith Apollo, London 

The beast is back; her face is buried in a constellation of 
rainbow suns, her footprints are luminous. Fire streams out 
across the evening's purple, then disappears, leaving thick 
marshmallowtraces.Atwilittoadsong fills everything, and 
I begin to change. Here's what happened first, though, and it 
happened years ago: she sprang forward on the teeth of a 
roar, fastened her sticky pads on my throat, wrestled me 
down with strong back legs and kissed me, gripping my 
surprised tongue with hers and pulling, pulling, stretching 
out, until what emerged from mythroatwas a string of small 
flags, decorated with the heraldry of my individual 
vertebrae, shining like new scales. 

Tonight, there are songs for a shield and a voice for a 
sword. There are cayman and marlin and martlet, drums and 
brass and kora, helmets and pennants and spears for spines. 
There are patterns small and large, within and between 
songs, around and over arrangements. 'Earth Intruders' sets 
out to beguile; I could swear she is singing in runes, stalking 
the stage like an oracle, each word flung down separately to 
spell out a future -turmoil, carnage, she tears off her mask- 
ill-omened by the rumble of Corsano's drums and Damian 
Taylor's beats. The stage darkens to an orange glow for 'The 

Dull Flame Of 

Furious streams of ?^^ ^^ ^ ^ ^^^e 

. duels ratherthan 

Technicolor energy duets with Antony 

H eg arty, bearing 
down on his voice, the lulling creak of it, with a merciless 
electric crackle in herthroat. Avampish 'Hunter' climaxes 
with furious streams of Technicolor energy blasting 30 feet 
across the stage from her hands. 

There is no gentleness here, no 'Pneumonia', no 'All Is Full 
Of Love'; 'Hyperballad' and 'Joga' are hectic, laser-tongues 
flicking over the debris; even 'Unravel' has mutated in this 
swamp-light, its refrain turned from affectionate repetition 
to chilly insistence, its verses from plaint to blame. 'Byrin 
Min' is pared down like bones, Jonas Sen picking at a 
toothsome harpsichord part. Only the considered, loving 
ambition of 'Desired Constellation' and the untrammelled 
goodwill of 'Hope', better expressed byToumani Diabate's 
glorious kora than by the vocal's eternal whirlwind, provide 
any break in the happy hostilities. But not for long. 

She has marshalled her hoplites; shaking their manes and 
stamping, dancing in between one another with their long 
brass noses, they blare out in terrible unison. "Excuse me", 
she hisses, "but I Just have to... explode/' and she gathers the 
energy rippling along her arms and flings it, fists clenched, in 
our faces, over and over. It feels like skin peeling back. Lasers 
peck out the eyes of those in the balconies; my lips flatten 
against my teeth, my teeth revert to bone, my bones petrify, 
and she screams in absolute triumph, sinking back into the 
darkness, flanked by her macabre menagerie. My anatomy, 
my own terrain, my interior flag, is in rebellion; my ideas of 
mesubmittoan inexorable will. Forsome time, everything 
is roaring and stamping in blackness, until her return. 



Venturing outside of North America for 
the very first time, New Bloods have a 
sound that boldly defies the puppy dog 
look in their eyes. A transatlantic flight 
has screwed the compliance of a tuning 
peg or two and an unrelenting heckle 
draws a brief pang of genuine fear. It 
proves unfounded as the band pound 
their way into the hearts of those stood 
before them: adoring and eager. A drum 
kit, a bass guitar, a violin and three 
distinct voices all work as one: tribal, 
audacious and lilting. They work up a 
storm in a humid room; the stench of sweat 
and beer is eradicated as they dominate 



the senses, the drums and bass lines 
tearing up the threadbare rug from 
under our feet.They possess the quirks 
of Effi Briest and the simmering rhythmic 
energy of The Slits. Oh, of course, of course, 
comparisons are easy and comparisons 
are meaningless. They're equal. But 
different. 
HayleyAvron 

Jonathan Richman 

jlnpherd's Bush Empire, L.., 

He's almost like a comic Mariachi singer, 
entreating you with upturned brows to kiss 
(or tip). Jonathan has that way of wielding 
the guitar high on his chest, like something 
to be proffered and poured: garnishing 



your evening with wit, and rhythm, and 
sudden falsettos of angry ex-girlfriends 
in three languages. He shows off He 
dances elastically to drum solos in the 
mirrorball's spray. And each time we 
cheer, he looks stricken, as if - geez - he 
didn't bring yot/anything, and launches 
into one more chorus. If there's a hint of 
I'm The Man-ness in his gait, he can 
afford it, after decades of crafting songs 
that sound the same and different in 
perfect amounts; in this set, plucked 
mostly from his newest, Because Her 
Beauty Is Raw And Wild, it feels more 
than ever that he is tenderly imparting 
theTao of Jonathan to whomever will 



And he can't say enough. After the 
lights are up and the mics unplugged, he 
dashes back to say his final piece/peace, 
with 'As My Mother Lay Lying'. It's a soft, 
sweeping eulogy, riffling with hushed 
cymbals and pained-smile chords - and, 
laughed-out, the crowd just breathes in the 
air-conditioned chill for a while. So 
Jonathan does sadness too. And it's 
beautiful. He's the man. 
Meryl Trussler 

Clark/Robert Logan 

Wire, Leeds j 

Another Bank Holiday night in a darkened 
room. A dissipated crowd looks on with 
half a conservative heart as Robert Loqan 
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On our tongues 
and in our throats 



m 



indestructible life 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Owen Richards 

Old Time Relijun/Charlottef ield 

Prince Albert, Brighton 

It isn't a hot night. No way. 

The rivers of sweat cascading down singer 
Arrington de Dionyso's T-shirt and into his 
swimming trunks have little to do with 
humidity and everything to do with exertion. 
Hetacklesthe mic like a demon: face 
contorted, eyes popping, head held to the 
side in the way of someone who's caught 
talismanic Olympia, WA icon Calvin Johnson 
play live a few too many times. 

He's frankly a little worrying: but he needs 
to contort, he needs to strain, to reach deep 
inside for a voice not heard since the heady 
days of Mark Stewart and The Pop Group, 
stuttering and stammering and screaming, 
totally on fire. 

The heat extends to the remainder of his 
band: feral dub adventurers all -stand-up 
bassist Aaron Hartman (formerly of Olympia 
dance-heads IQU) slapping his strings in a 



numbing show of strength and dexterity, 
demented saxophonist Ben Hartman blowing 
down two instruments simultaneously like 
every teenage Teenage Jesus And The Jerks 
fan ever wished for, Germaine Bacca doing the 
whole intense drummer bit to perfection. 

The heat extends out, out into the crowd 
where I'm attempt-dancing, right next to Plan 
B's Ringo P Stacey and Andrew Clare, catching 
on our tongues and in our throats as we give 
voice between the brief bouts of flayed, 
splayed funk and centrifugal sax, apocalyptic 
visions all. ''Sha/ce.'" comes the command 
all the way down the years, back from 
minimalisttrio Blurt (sax wielded as 
instrument of aggression, of avarice, 
not consolation) and Bristol's Glaxo Babies. 
"Shake rake, shake rake yeah!" 

Context is king. While support played, as 
support must, Arrington drank Argentinean 
tea and offered ear-plugs. Charlottefield 
sounded strangely Louisville via Brighton: all 
smart math rock stops and screaming, "It's all 
about the drummer", the sort of music I've 
been witnessing for 1 5 years now and didn't 
get even first time round - male, not male. 



Noise, not noise. Testosterone for geeks. Such 
a relief to hear Old Time Relijun then, with 
their, wired Olympia take on dance music 
and scratchy dancing. 

"This is the best gig I've ever seen, " 
announced one fan after. I wouldn't go that 
far, but it was certainly up there with Sharon 
Jones And The Dap-Kings the previous week. 

Dionyso regales the tiny Albert pub with 
his strangulated, stentorian vocals and 
thrashed, oddly tinny, guitar. Hartman (A) 
pounds his fingers into oblivion, raising 
weals in sympathy. 

A few of us sway staccato-style, and quite 
a few remarks are made by Dionyso about 
the moisture in the air and how it's making 
his guitar sound "jazz", and then he wipes 
his amp lead on his sodden shirt in a futile 
gesture and . . .wham ! Off Bacca goes with 
another foot-tormenting beat, Hartman 
(B) pounding keep-up on bass drum, 
Dionyso in another dimension altogether... 
and, wham! 

Another tribal, guttural call to dance 
strikes up, and the moisture in the air 
congeals as one. 



trips them up, wrenching their stroking 
hands from their chins for a second. 
Logan's beats are concise and determined; 
disturbing the epidermis and the 
extremities of our limbs with each time 
shift and tempo chasm. His live set is equal 
parts cardiac massage and temporal lobe 
investigation, deserving of a far more 
adoring reception than he gets tonight. 

Time is on Clark's side, and his entrance 
seems to coincide with an influx of people, 
presence and narcotics. Ladies and 
gentleman, we finally have ourselves 
something approaching an atmosphere, 
albeit a tame one. Where Logan was 
shaking our outer reaches, Clark grabbed a 
hold of our very core and turned our 



corpses inside out. He spills out from the 
speaker stacks and fills the room with a 
thick fog: bass-heavy and heaving with 
dimension. As dark and cavernous as the 
room that he inhabits, his music draws you 
in; you can feel it before you hear it but its 
introspection lacks euphoria to unite a 
crowd. And so we scatter. 
HayleyAvron 

Party line 

The Redhouse, She _ 

You know when someone is truly 
respected; they're the ones walking around 
solo at their own show. No one dare 
approach them through intense fear that 
possibly, their bedroom best friend may 



actually be a real human being who 
doesn't really wanna see pictures of 
themselves all over the internet with shit 
hair and a sweaty moustache next to their 
biggest fans (on a seven day preening plan 
just for the big day, 'my picture with Allison 
Wolfe'). And they certainly don't want to 
listen to you say 'I love you, you changed 
my life' as let's face it, they hear that more 
than 'so, how was your day?' It's almost 
insulting. So when Ms Wolfe strolls to the 
front of the crowd, bouncing along to the 
beat and laughing at onstage banter more 
than anyone else, it's basically Christmas. 
The turnout is disappointing but for all 
those twentysomethings huddled at the 
front concealinq their inner 1 5-vear-old 



with Bratmobile tippexed onto the back of 
their jackets, it's intimate, perfect. 

For one night only we're all part of the 
coolest girl gang ever, and we're thinking, 
could I pull off those tiny shorts with 'Fuck 
Bush' emblazoned across her backside? 
Could I do the splits even now, never mind 
at 38? The fact she can, the way she has so 
much energy, passion and absolutely no 
ego despite being responsible for nights 
like this even existing make tonight's gig 
a reaffirmation ofthe importance of DIY 
ethos and the passion behind it. 

Fuck how many people didn't turn up, 
let's just hope people like Allison never 
get disheartened. 
Em Ledger 
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Winners of Be^t Festival 
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THE LEMONHEADS 

Only UK festival appearance^ Performing ^ It's a Shame About Ray 

OKKERVIL RIVER > IAN MACLAGAN • YOUTH MOVIES 

Vicar's Ice Cream Stall ■ Didcot Rotary Club Burger Stand 

THESE NEW PURITANS - MAPS - CAMERA 06SCURA 

Cross -Dressing Village Pub - Piney-s Pavilion 

LAURA MARLING - MARTIN SIMPSON - JAMES RUTLEDGE 

Cowshed Rave - Sonic Cathedral Sunday Service 

DANNY AND THE CHAMPIONS OF THE WORLD 
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3 DAY MUSIC FESTIVAL WITH CAMPING 
11, 12, 13 JULY 2008 @ MERTON FARM, CANTERBURY 

MYSTERYJETS ^'SST^t. WmB ^^ 




MIDFIELD HOLY 
GENERAL FUCK 



Ram^mKa FINDLAY DJ JON ^ 
noiiOlfO BROWN CARTER 



Wild BiUy Childish 8e 

Hie M uMclans Of The Bntish Empire 

Kevin Rowland (Dexys) DJ Set^' Kitty, Daisy & jjewis ^The Shortwave Set i| Cadence Weapon 
Terry Hall (Specials) I3J Set l^^The Mike Strutter Group 4- Los Campesinos! it Those Dancing Days 
Pete Molinari it Dub Pistols Sound system if Polar Bear it Pest # Cats In Paris 
Underground Heroes # Sargasso Trio if Bookhouse Boys^' ^i'^^V Dukes DJs If Cagedbaby 
Johnny Foreigner 'd^Toddla T & MO Serosea # Magistrates it Esser # Onlookers 
Diagonallf Wolf People^ 6 Day Riot# Moon MUsic Orchestra If Aba Shanti I Soundsystem 
Holly Golightly & The Broke Offs^ Post War Years 4t Wave Machines if Sonny J 
Johnny Rynn & The Sussex Wit # Cibelle it Jonquil -4- Glam Chops 

& many many more 



• 



WEEEKEND TICKETS - £85 inci CAMPING 

DAY TICKETS - £35 

FAMILY TICKETS -£180 



• 



Bigger and bolder than before, Lounge On The Farm is a heavyweight festival 

with a uniquely local twist. Set in the idyllic surrounds of Merton Farm in Canterbury, 

the festival's rustic charms wiil play host to 160 bands spread across 6 stages, 

from local heroes and cutting edge acts to the renowned heavy hitters. 

The festival is about having fun, good tunes, great local food, 

drinks in the sunshine and above all has something for everyone who appreciates 

a good musical cocktail and a lot of laughs among friends. 

"Lounge On The Farm is a masterstroke" - THE GUARDIAN 



fj^ visit. 

Kent 



www.loungeonthefarnn.co.uk 
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18p19, 2 V July 2008 

Lulworth CastlOy Dorset 

A 3 day festival at a castle by the sea 

Featuring: 

Beautiful Campsites, Come Dancing, Outdoor Cinema, Theatre in the 
Woods, Farmers Market, Huge Kids Field, Sports Day, StrummerviUe 
Campfire Sessions, Karaoke Night, Cockney Knees -Up, Dorset Cream 
Teas, Fancy Dress and a generous sprinkle of Bestival magic ... 

Liveacis: 

The Flaming Lips, Chuck Berry, Kate Nash, Hercules And Love Affair, 
The Imagined Village, Suzanne Vega, Billy Bragg, The Cuban Brothers, 
Eliza Carthy, King Creosote, Dan le Sac vs Scroohius Pip, The Wurzels, 
Ladyhawke, Joe Lean 8e The Jing Jang Jong, Black Kids, Eliza Doolittle, 
Ehony Bones, thecocknbuUkid, Kitty, Daisy 8e Lewis, Kid Carpet, 
Emiliana Torrini, Grand National and many more ... 

DJs: 

Andrew Weatherall, D J Yoda, Kevin Rowland, Gilles Peterson, 
D J Krust, Rob da Bank, Gaz's Rockin' Blues, Beyond The Wizard's 
Sleeve (aka Erol Alkan 8e Richard Norris), Greg Wilson, 
The Nextmen, Queens of Noize, Ross Allen ... 

Ticketift available now 0844 888 44IO (24 hr) 

Tickets & boutique camping from campb^stivaLnet 



Getinvolved THE SUNDAY TIMES 



SOUTHWESTTKAInS KomPERG 



barbican 



do something different 
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Fri 20 Jun Z30pm 

6lafur Arnolds 

+ yndihalda 

Mixing strings with loops, ambience, electronics 
and beats, Arnolds combines classical 
instrumentation with an indie rock aesthetic that 
draws comparison to Sigur Ros. Plus post-rock 
sonic beauty from support, UK bond yndi halda, 

'Achingly beautiful dossicol indie from Icelondl' 
Rock Sound Magazine 



Sat 5 Jul 730pm 

An Honest Jon^s Chop Up 

With Damon Albarn, Tony Allen, the 
Hypnotic Brass Ensemble, Kokanko Sota 
Doumbio, Lobi Traore, Af el Bocoum, 
Condi Stoton, Simone White and more 

Afro-funk, southern soul, Malian blues and storming 
brass from artists on Damon Albarn's eclectic label 

'Honest Jon's brings urban grit to the worthier-thon- 
thou realm of world music.' The Guardian 





Mon 28 Jul 730pm 

Rogue^s Gollery 

Pirate Ballads, Sea Songs and Chanteys 

Contemporary re-workings of traditional sea songs 
and chanteys based on the recent album release 
which featured Sting, Nick Cave, Rufus Wainwright 
& more. Expect songs about drinking, women, 
nasty crimes on the water and of course pirates. 
Produced by Hal Willner. Special guests tbc 

Part of Only Connect 



Tickets from £10 

To book tickets, sample music and video visit 

www.barbiGan.org.uk/contemporary 

or call 0845 120 7508 1 
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The Barbican Centre 

is provided by the 

City of London 

Corporation LONDON 



CITY 
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CONVERSE ® STAGE IN ASSOCIATION WITH EAT YOUR OWN EARS: 

Dirty Projectors / Foals / Laura Marling 
Les S&vy Fav / Lindstrom / Mystery Jets 
Noah & The Whale / Of Montreal / The Field 
Huw Stephens & Rob Da Bank djs 

ADVENTURES IN THE BEETROOT FIELD STAGE: Cut Copy 

Dan Deacon / Filthy Dukes / Magistrates 
Simian Mobile Disco / The Emperor Machine 
The Notwist White Lies / plus djs 
HOMEFiRES STAGE: Eftcrklaug / Emma Pollock 
Fionn Regan / Howling Bells / Jeffrey Lewis 
King Creosote duo show / Mechanical Bride 
One Little Plane / Tunng / plus more to be announced 
BUGGED OUT STAGE: Brodiuski / Modeselektor live 
Grookers / Disco Bloodbath djs / Matt Walsh 
Hannah Holland / James Holden 
Richie Hawtin with visual show by alidemirel 

BLOGGERSDELIGHT:CaSper C & SkuU JuiCC BLOGGER'S DELIGHT 

Gormac, Peter Pixzel & Jacob Husley wet yourself 
Mikki Most & Ian Robinson trailer trash 
Rory Phillips & The Lovely Jonjo durrr 
Matty & Oily white heat / plus more to be announced 

TICKETS FROM T1CKETWEB,CO,UK08444 ^1000 SEETICKETS,COM0870 264 3333 TICKETLINE.CO.UK 08714244444 LASTMINUTE.COM/SITE/ENTERTAINMENT/MUSIC/FESTIVALS GIGANTIC, COM 

AND IN PERSON EROM ROUGH TRADE EAST, DRAY WALK, 91 BRICK LANE LONDON El . 020 7392 7788 ROUGHTRADEOOM LINE UPSUBJEOTTO GHANGE AND NOT IN ORDER OF APPEARANGE, SUBJEGTTO LIGENSE 

FIELDDAYFESTIVALS.COM MYSPACE.COM/FIELDDAYLONDON 
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now booking: harvey milk 

Words: Louis Pattison 



For those who aren't familiar with Harvey iViilk, if it's not too 
awkward, can you explain. ..y'know... what you do? 

Creston Spears: "You mean describe our music? It's like having 
your balls sawed off with a rusty chainsaw while Princess Di rims you, 
humming 'This Land Is Your Land' deep into your asshole. Sorta." 

You've been on hiatus since 1998, but you recently 
reformed and recorded your fourth album. Special Wishes, 
in 2006. Who currently plays in Harvey Milk? 

"The current line-up is Stephen Tanner on bass, Kyle Spence 
on drums, myself on guitar and vocals, and Joe Preston [sometime 
member of Melvins, Earth, Sunn O))) and Thrones] on second guitar/ 
vocals . Stevie, Kyle, and I constitute the line-up that recorded our 
third album, Pleaser, and which existed from 1 996 to 1 998. Joe is 
a recent addition." 

Few were familiar with Harvey Milk: The Early Years, 
particularly outside of America. ..Is it weird to return and find 
there's suddenly a fanbase in place? 

"It's strange -and gratifying, of course -to realise that more 
people know about and like the band than did when we broke up 
back in '98. 1 just hope we are able to deliver some quality shows and 
not disappoint people. The week of shows we did during the SXSW 
festival [the group played as part of the Hydra Head showcase this 
March] were encouraging, and I think that we have the potential to 
be a better live act than we ever were back in the day. Especially now 
that Joe is with us." 

How did you come to start working with Joe Preston? What 
role in the band does he play? 

"We have all admired Joe's work since we were first exposed 
to it; his style has been one of the major influences on Harvey Milk, 
especially his work with Earth, Thrones, and the Melvins, of course. 
He and the band have been friends since back in the day when we 
played some shows with The Thrones. Then one day recently, he and 
Stevie [Tanner] were chatting on the phone; Stevie asked him if he 
would liketojoin up, and he said yes. I was thrilled of course-he is 
anincredibletalent. 

"Right now, Joe is playing the same role as I, singing, guitar - 
rhythm and lead. Hopefully, as we work together more and 
more, we will find newand different ways to utilize Joe's talents 
to their fullest." 

Julian Cope was very effusive in his praise for Special 
Wishes - has the Arch-Drude been in touch? 

"Not with me. Itwasvery nice of him to write such a good review." 

So what can we expect to hear at Supersonic. .old material 
or new? 

"Both. We are trying to work up a representive sampling of our 
catalogue. But in the end we'll go with whatever is sounding best 
atthetime." 

And anyone else on the bill you're looking forward to 
seeing? 

"Everyone!" 



Plan B is proud to sponsor Capsule's annual metal/noise/folk gathering, Supersonic, 
returning to Birmingham's Custard Factory this July. Harvey Milk will be joined on the 
bill by Battles, Harmonia, Julian Cope, Efterklang, Wooden Shjips, Earth, Noxagt, 
Oxbow,Guapo,JusticeYeldham,Dalek,Thrones,MaxTundra, Black Sun plus 
exhibitions, films, cakes and record stalls, www.capsule.org.uk 
Birmingham Custard Factory (July 11-12) 



loop festival 

Celebrating a Moebius strip of 
music, digital art and culture, 
in the company of New Young 
Pony Club, Holy Fuck, Caribou, 
These New Puritans and 
The Shoes, among others. 
www.loopbrighton.com 
Brighton Victoria Gardens 
(August 16) 



02 Wireless 

Central London show featuring Jay-Z, 
Mark Ronson, Hot Chip, Roisin IVIurphy, 
and Hercules And LoveAffair. 
London Hyde Park (July 3) 

acoustic ladyland 

London-based punk jazzers, with the mighty 
Seb Rochford tackling the drum chair. 
Manchester Night And Day (June 1 2), 
Liverpool Bluecoat (13), Stirling 
Tollbooth (14), Aberdeen The 
Tunnels (15) 

atmosphere 

Minneapolis duo Slug and Anttourthe 
defiantly post-anticon rap of their new LP, 
When Life Gives You Lemons, You Paint 
TliatSiiit Gold] the album's guest beatboxer, 
Tom Waits, seems unlikely to make an 
appearance, sadly... 
Liverpool Academy 2 (June 1 5), 
Edinburgh Voodoo Rooms (17), London 
Koko (1 8), Brighton Komedia (1 9), 
Dublin Crawdaddy (20), Galway 
Roisonh (21), Bristol Thekia (22), 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (23) 

meg baird 

Espers' bewitching frontwoman materialises 
to enchant with songs from her solo debut 
Dear Companion, and some carefully chosen 
covers, in the company of kindred spectral 
spirit SharronKraus 

London Cafe Oto (June 4), London St 
Pancras Parish Church (June 5) 

band of horses 

Sub Pop rockers tour their rambunctious 

Cease To Begin. 

London Shepherds Bush Empire (July 

8), Liverpool Academy (1 0), Sheffield 

Leadmill(ll) 

bestival 

Rob Da Bank's annual Isle Of Wight shindig 
celebrates its fifth anniversary. My Bloody 
Valentine, The Breeders, CSS, The Human 
League, Aphex Twin, George Clinton and 
Funkadelic/Parliament, Gary Numan, Jamie 
Lidell, Lee Scratch Perry, Foals, Jeffrey Lewis, 
and many more. 

Isle Of Wight Robin Hill Country Park 
(Septembers-?) 

bon iver 

Riding high on acclaim for his debut. 
For Emma, Forever Ago, the Wisconsin- 
based Bon Iver pays a visit to this venerable 
location. 
London St Giles In The Field (June 4) 

camp bestival 

Bestival's sister festival, featuring Chuck 
Berry, the Flaming Lips, Kate Nash, Hercules 
And Love Affar, Ebony Bones, King Creosote, 
Kid CreoleAndThe Coconuts, Eliza Carthy, 
Dan Le SacVs Scroobius Pip, andThe 



an honest jon's chop-up 

Whatever your take on Blur, 
Damon Albarn's karma has 
been well and truly boosted 
by the efforts of his wonderful 
Honest Jon's label, which hosts 
this carnival of their finest 
signings, where Malian blueser 
Lobi Traore rubs shoulders with 
deep soul siren Candi Staton, 
and Afrobeat rhythm-master 
Tony Allen. 
London Barbican (July 5) 



Imagined Village, and an audio-visual history 
of British folk music with live supergroup 
featuring Billy Bragg, Martin Carthy, Eliza 
Carthy, Sheila Chandra and Chris Wood. 
Dorset Lulworth Castle (July 18-20) 

british sea power 

Admire the most agreeable cinematography 
as BSP cut the ribbon on the Edinburgh Film 
Festival with ATrip Out With British Sea Power, 
an audio-visual extravaganza to be followed 
with a Q&A. www.edfilmfest.org.uk 
Edinburgh The Caves (June 19) 

isobel Campbell and mark 
lanegan 

Heckle for Belle And Sebastian/Queens 
Of The Stone Age songs. Be admonished 
by security guard. 

London Shepherd's Bush Empire (June 
1 0), Brighton St Georges Church (1 1 ), 
Manchester Adademy (1 2), Glasgow 
ABC (13) 

cat power 

Chan pulls on the top hat and tails. 
Support from Bella Union's Beach House. 
Bristol Colston Hall (June 9), 
Birmingham Academy (1 0), 
Manchester Academy 1 (1 1), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (June 20) 

charalambides 

Texan psychedelicists of avant hue and 
open minds, led by Tom and Christina 
Carter (fresh from guesting on last year's 
Thurston Moore solo joint) grace London 
for blissful happenings. 
London Cafe Oto (August 1 2) 

the chemical brothers 

Venerable big beat duo play their biggest 
ever London headline show. 
London Olympia (August 30) 

connect music 2008 

With Franz Ferdinand, Bloc Party, Sigur 
Ros, Grinderman, and the Gossip. 
www.connectmusicfestival.com 
Argyll Inveraray Castle (August 29-31) 

converge 

Slam some heads to the kings of metalcore, 
refusing to clean up their act since 1 990. 
London Underworld (July 13), 
Nottingham Rock City (1 4), Glasgow 
Ivory Blacks (1 5) Southampton The 
Brook (1 6), Sheffield Corporation (1 7), 
London Underworld (18) 

creamf ields 2008 

Dance festival, with performances from the 
Gossip, Simian Mobile Disco, Roots Manuva, 
Pendulum, 2 Many DJs and many more. 
Cheshire Daresbury (August 23-24) 
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death before distemper 

Electro label DC Recordings present a showcase 
night, with appearances by The Emperor Machine 
and Padded Cell, with Liquid Liquid's Dennis Young 
also in attendance, and J Saul Kane's Depth Charge 
on the decks. 
London Corsica Studios (June 21) 



death cab for cutie 


LarmerTree 


Leaders of the nerd-herd, and surprisingly 


Gardens, 


deft and decent bards for the nu collegiate 


Wiltshire 


rock generation. 


(September 


London Brixton Academy (July 1 7) 


12-14) 


the dodos 


estelle 


San Franciscan art-punks, newly signed 


British-born, New 


to Wichita. 


York-based vocalist/ 


London Amersham Arms (June 3) 


MC returns to tour 




newalbunn5/7//7e. 


download 


Manchester Ritz 


The annual rocking weekend returns so 


(June 8), Glasgow 


start growing that hair and rennennber not 


ABC (9), 


to bathe for Kiss, Offspring, Lostprophets, 


Birmingham 


Judas Priest, Incubus and HIM. 


Custard Factory 


www.downloadfestival.co.uk 


(10), London 


Donnington Park (June 13-15) 


Shepherd's Bush 




Empire (12) 




now booking: 
Olafur Arnalds 

Grazing the same heights 
of ethereal sonic beauty 
as fellow countrymen 
Sigur Ros, Iceland's Olafur 
Arnalds' spun-gossamer 
confections of strings, 
ambience, electronics 
and voice are supported 
tonight by epic and 
similarly dreamy Brits 
Yndi Halda. Forthose 
who came to swoon, 
the Barbican is a 
seated venue. 
London Barbican (June 20) 



echo and the bunnymen 

Nothing ever lasts forever? The venerable 
Ian McCulloch begs to differ. 
London Royal Albert Hall 
(September 16) 

efterklang 

Danish post-rockers with a penchant for 
electronic explorations return to the UK - 
customs officers willing - in their full eight- 
member configuration, with added strings, 
for the festival season. 
Bracknell Fringe Festival (July 11), 
Birmingham Supersonic Festival (1 2), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (13), 
Norwich Arts Centre (14), Dublin 
Analog Festival (19), London Victoria 
Park Field Day Festival (August 9), 
Leicester Summer Sundae Festival 
(10) 

el perro del mar 

Plying melancholia of a gently twee 
disposition, Sarah Assbring's El Perro Del Mar 
are touring alongside kindred spirit (and 
fellow Swede) Lykke Li. 
Manchester Night & Day (June 2), 
Leeds Hi-Fi Club (3), Brighton Albert 
(6), Nottingham Stealth (7), Glasgow 
KingTut's (8), Oxford Jericho Tavern 
(10), London ICA (11) 

electric elephant 

There is a corner of Croatia that is forever 
Mancunian, as club Electric Chair inaugurate 
this new festival in the coastal village of 
Petrcane, with Fence Collective among the 
curators. Adem, King Creosote, Zed Bias and 
Idjut Boys are bill highlights, along with DJs 
from Horsemeat Disco and Lowlife. 
Croatia Petrcane (August 22-24) 

end of the road 

A return to the leafy copses and verdant 
meadows of Wiltshire for the third instalment 
ofthe UK's "best new festival", as judged 
bythe UK Festival Awards 2006.This time 
branching outwith Mercury Rev, Two 
Gallants, Micah P Hinson, Mountain 
Goats, SunKillMoon, Jeffrey Lewis and 
AHawkAndAHacksaw. 
www.endoftheroadfestival.com 



falls festival 

Jaded UK festival goers, we direct you to the 
rainforest on the edge of Cape Otway, 
Victoria, where you can while out the dying 
days of 2008. 

Australia Victoria Otway/Marion Bay, 
Tasmania (December 29-January 1, 09) 

faster than sound 

Athree-parteventjoining the dots between 
musical genres and digital art forms as 
part of the Aldeburgh Festival. The event 
commences Friday with a late-night 
performance of Stockhausen's avant-garde 
classic Stimmung at Snape Maltings Concert 
Hall.Thefollowing day features Faster 
Than Light at Aldeburgh Cinema including Dr 
Seuss' only film, while the final part take 
place in the surreal surroundings of 
Bentwaters Airbase with performances by 
Plaid, Tim Exile, Mira Calixand more. 
Snape Maltings Concert Hal/ 
Aldeburgh Cinema (June 27), 
Aldeburgh Bentwaters Airbase (28) 

fleet foxes 

Scampering wee things newly signed to Bella 
Union, originating from Washington, and 
purveying heavenly harmoniousness. 
Brighton Audio (June 9), Bristol 
Louisiana (1 0), London ULU (1 1), 
Nottingham Social (12), Dublin 
Whelans (14), Leeds Brudenell Social 
Club (1 5), Manchester Roadhouse (1 7), 
Glasgow ABC2 (18) 

f onda 500 

Homely, fondly-remembered and winningly 

dog-eared British indie group return, sweet 

as ever. 

Manchester Academy (June 7, Pangaea 

Festival), London Notting Hill Arts Club 

(21) 

future days 

Featuring Bonnie 'Prince' Billy, Matmos, Low, 
Dan Deacon, White Williams, Metronomy, 
Atlas Sound, High Places, Baby Dee, and 
many more. 

www.myspace.com/futuredaysfestival 
Dublin venues (June 1 2-1 5) 



duke garwood 

The peripatetic guitar-caresser/sax-abuser 
returns to stone your senses at this Loose 
Lips Sink Shipsr\\qhX, supported bythe 
molten and smoulderingTenebrous Liar, and 
London avant-folkie Shane Gilliver, with DJ 
sets from Steve Gullick and Stevie Chick. 
London Buffalo Bar (July 11) 

glade 

Sponsor-free electronic dance music festival, 
held in a secret location in Berkshire. Acts 
include Jeff Mills, Pendulum, James Holden, 
Meat Katie, The Grid, Slam, Utah Saints, and 
an Overkill stage featuring Autechre, Bass 
Clef, Cassette Boy, Daedelus,The Bug, and 
the Osaka Invasion (that's DJ Scotch Egg and 
a bunch of his Far Eastern friends). 
www.gladefestival.com 
Berkshire secret location (July 1 8-20) 

glasvegas 

Glaswegians profering sonic intensity tied 
with adventurous lyrical vignettes tour in 
advance oftheirforthcoming debut album. 
Those hoping for sequins and glam will likely 
be disappointed. 

Guildford Boiler Rooms (June 4), 
Oxford Academy (5), Hertford Marquee 
(6), Bedford Esquires (8), Northampton 
Roadmenders (9), Leicester Charlotte 
(1 0), Derby Royal (11), Sheffield Plug 
(1 2), Leeds Cockpit (1 3), Manchester 
Ruby Lounge (14), Inverness Raigmore 
(1 7), Sterling Fubar (1 8), Glasgow 
ABC2 (19), Kirkcaldy Ocean Nightclub 
(21) 

glastonbury 

The granddaddy. CSS, Jay-Z, Neil Diamond, 

and Massive Attack, and Leonard Cohen are 

confirmed. 

Worthy Farm, Pilton (June 27-29) 

goldfrapp 

Alison Goldfrapp andWill Gregory return 
with the new, folk-tinged Seventti Tree. 
Bexhill-on-Sea De Le Warr Pavilion 
(June 21), Birmingham Symphony Hall 
(22), Manchester Bridgewater Hall 
(23), London Royal Albert Hall (25), 
Sage Gateshead (July 1) 



green man 

Wales' indie/folk/electronica festival returns 
tothehillsofmidWaleswith Beirut, Black 
Mountain, The National, Iron AndWine, 
Magik Markers, King Creosote, School 
Of Language, Super Furry Animals, Cath 
And PhilTyler, Caribou, RichardThompson 
and Howlin' Rain. 
www.thegreenmanfestival.co.uk 
Glanusk Park, Brecon Beacons, Wales 
(August 15-1 7) 

the gutter twins 

Sulphurous, grunge-y supergroup led by 
ex-Afghan Whig Greg Dulli and former 
ScreamingTree Mark Lanegan return to 
deliver soulful salvation and mordant riffage. 
Oxford Zodiac (August 11), 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (1 2), 
London Shepherds Bush Empire (13), 
Brighton Komedia (26), Sheffield 
Leadmill (27), Liverpool Academy (30) 

harmonia 

Krautrock pioneers snatch a Scottish show in 
between a string of festivals. 
GlasgowABC(Julyll) 

richard hawley 

Sheffield crooner takes his Lady's BridgeXo 
the big stage. 

Ireland Oxygen Festival (July 12), 
Letterkenny Earagail Arts Fest (1 3), 
Galway Leisureland Arts Fest (1 4), V 
Festival Chelmsford (16),V Festival 
Stafford (17) 

darren hayman 

Former Hefner frontman preaches to the 

converts. 

London Luminaire (June 13) 

hot chip 

Named after that most hungered-for of 
festival snacks, the London quintet take their 
slanted-and-enchanted electro to the wide- 
open fields, before touring the country 
through the autumn. 
Glastonbury Festival (June 27-29), 
London Hyde Park (July 3), Stafford V 
Festival (August 16), Chelmsford V 
Festival (17), Isle Of Wight Bestival 
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You're playing this year's Lounge On The Farm festival. . .are festivals 
more fun to play than regular gigs? 

Devonte Hynes: "The thing about a festival is, you never know what can happen, 
[darkly] That can be good or bad." 
That sounds sinister. 

"Well, weird things happen to me. Technically. Like one festival I played last year. 



I'd snapped four strings on my guitar before the first song was out. I've had power 
cuts, many power cuts. It's like I have a disruption field surrounding me, whenever 
I play a festival." 

Are you a happy camper? 

" I don't camp. I got that out of my system in the boy scouts. I went to the V festival 
last summer, and booked at the room at aTravelodge. I'm always on tour, I spend most 
of my nights sleeping in a tourbus - I'm nof sleeping in a tent. I've already seen the 
results of what happens when I don't get enough sleep." 

What's the furthest you've traveled? 

"Japan, last year. It's crazy, I'd never traveled much before I became a touring 
musician, but the last five years, I've been so many places. You don't realise it at the time. 

Is being an indie rock star a good way to see the world? 

" I don't think so. You see the same things all over the world: hotel rooms, dressing 
rooms, venues. It's like entering some alternative reality, a parallel universe, separate 
from the rest of the world. So you're sort of trapped in that. The best thing about 
touring is playing the music, even though that's a cliche." 

You get a kick out of playing music with your friends, too. . .you've 
been known to step onstage and play with bands you're matey with at 
a moment's notice. 

"Well, I think that comes from my background. I started out playing in hardcore 
bands, and making hip hop, and that's very much the mentality. . .everybody's all 
friends, it's just natural, to take part and collaborate." 

Are you a seasoned festival-goer yourself? 

"I've been to a few. Last year I played at a bunch of festivals; the Underage Festival 
was the best of the lot, the audience were just so up for it. It's the audience that really 
makesa festival. I have sort of a love/hate relationship with festivals, and some are 
better than others. . . I like going to festivals for, like, a day, and then go home. But the 
thing is, most people go to festivals with the main objective of getting wasted; the 
music's kind of secondary to them. And I'm selfish - 1 want to go to a festival for the 
music. And I want everyone else to be there for the same reason [laughs]." 

You're not much of a weekend hedonist then? 

"I just don't think I could manage it! You know, I've had a couple of wild nights, 
but I end up feeling shit afterwards if I do. I think most people must have stronger 
constitutions than me. My band get wasted, though. They're a band of alcoholics, 
onlyjust holding it together." 

Are you a taskmaster like James Brown? Do you fine your musicians 
for onstage bum notes and offstage bad behaviour? 

" Ha ! Oh my God, no . . . we have a laugh at our shows, we have fun - whatever 
happens, happens, occasional bum-notes and all. I probably should fme them, though, 
I could probably make some money that way. It'd be better than Per Diems! " 



The third annual Lounge On The Farm festival takes place at Merton Farm in 
Canterbury, where reluctant camper Dev will perform alongside Art Brut, Los 
Campesinos, Cadence Weapon, Holy Fuck, Black Kids andThe Shortwave Set on the 
Cow Shed, Sheep Dip and Tractor Trash stages. Kevin Rowland andTerry Hall will be 
playingDJsetsinTheHoedowntent.www.loungeonthefarm.co.uk 
Canterbury Merton Farm (July 11-13) 



benicassim 

The continental megaf estiva I, 
with acts including Leonard 
Cohen, My Bloody Valentine, 
Gnarls Barkley, Sigur Ros, 
Justice, Roisin Murphy. 
www.fiberfib.com 
Festival Internacional de 
Benicassim (July 17-20) 



(September 5-7), Southampton 
Guildhall (October 23), Cardiff 
University (24), Liverpool Academy 
(25), Leeds Academy (26), Sheffield 
Academy (28), Birmingham, Academy 
(29), Cambridge Corn Exchange (30), 
Manchester Apollo (November 1), 
Glasgow Academy (2), Leicester 
University (3), Brighton Dome (5), 
London Brixton Academy (6-7) 

iron maiden 

Visions of a gigantic Eddie crushing an entire 
rugby scrum underfoot prove too attractive 
to shake. 
London Twickenham Stadium (July 5) 

isle of wight festival 

Small island hosts a surprisingly big festival. 
Kaiser Chiefs, Sex Pistols, Police, NERD, Ian 
Brown, The Kooks and Iggy AndThe Stooges. 
Isle Of Wight Seaclose Park (June 13-15) 

jaguar love 

First UK appearances by new Seattle-ite 
screamo 'super-trio', featuring members of 
Blood Brothers and Pretty Girls Make Graves, 
and led by Blood Brother Johnny Whitney. 
Bristol Academy (July 7), London 1 00 
Club (8), Leeds Cockpit (9), Manchester 
Roadhouse(IO) 

jay-z 

Fresh from riling all the indie closet-racists at 
Glasto, the Hova brings his American 
Gangster album to the nation's stadiums, 
hopefully Declaring War upon Noel 
Gallagher along the way. 
Bournemouth BIC (July 1 5), Cardiff 
International Arena (1 6), Manchester 
MEN Arena (19), Glasgow SECC (20), 
Aberdeen EEC (21) 

joan as policewoman 

JoanWasser(ex-Those Bastard Souls, 
sometime Antony AndThe Johnsons) 
performs tracks from new album. To Survive. 
Call the cops, etczzz 
Glasgow Classic Grand (June 1 0), 
Birmingham Glee Club (11), London 
Scala (12), Brighton Concorde 2 (13) 

land of talk 

Guitars that buzz like frayed nerves, vocals 
all velvety anguished and bruised and 
beautiful, this Montreal group echo the 
Boston sound of Throwing Muses and 
Juliana Hatfield vividly enough to forgive 
any charges of revivalism. 
London Metro (June 2) 

latitude 

Well spray-paint a sheep, if it isn't the third 
annual Latitude festival. Franz Ferdinand, 
Sigur Ros, Interpol, Grinderman, MarsVolta, 
Death Cab For Cutie, Elbow, The Breeders, 
Tindersticks, MIA, The Go! Team, and Seasick 
Steve.www.latitudefestival.co.uk 
Suffolk Henham Park (July 1 7-20) 



field day 

P/an Bis official partners for this 
Londonall-dayer, back for a 
second year. Appearances by 
Jeffrey Lewis, Dirty Projectors, 
Foals, Of Montreal, Les Savy Fav 
and The Notwist already 
confirmed - check www. 
fielddayfestivals.com for more. 
London Victoria Park (August 9) 



leila 

Newly recovered from a debilitating bout of 
agoraphobia, Leila Arab airs tracks from her 
long-awaited Blood, Looms And Blooms, at 
the behest of Meltdown 2008 curators 
Massive Attack. 
London Queen Elizabeth hall (June 21) 

the magnetic fields 

Stephin Merrit's poptimistic chamber 
orchestra BringTheNoize of their cacophonic 
Distortion LP to the capital. 
London Cadogan Hall (July 9-11) 

Stephen malkmus and the jicks 

Prog rock whimsy and riffage dressed up in 
indie tweed with leather elbow patches (or is 
that the other way around?) 
London Shepherds Bush Empire (June 5) 

the mars volta 

Occupying some mythic nexus where 
drum'n'bass fuses with afrobeat and salsa 
and free jazz and skronk and heavy, heavy 
prog jams. . .It's all rock'n'roll to me. 
London Roundhouse (July 16) 

melt banana 

Righteous, futuristic noise-rock splurge from 
Tokyo, Japan. . .these tourdates are freshly 
inked, and shouldn't be missed. 
London ULU (June 16), Leeds Brudenell 
Social Club (1 7), Glasgow Oran More 
(1 8), Belfast Black Box (1 9), Dublin 
Crawdaddy (20), Bristol Thekia (21), 
Birmingham Hare And Hounds (22), 
Nottingham Rock City @ Trent 
University (23), Cambridge Graduate 
(24), London ULU (25), Brighton Barfly 
Gloucester (26) 

meltdown festival 

Massive Attack fill the seat previously 
warmed by Elvis Costello, Robert Wyatt, Nick 
Cave, Patti Smith, David Bowie, Morrissey, 
and last year's curator Jarvis Cocker. 
London Southbank Centre (June 14-28) 

mia 

Internationalist pop phenomenon plays all- 
too-rare hometown gig, denies culpability for 
subsequent outbreak of bird flu among 
London hipsters. 
London Roundhouse (July 1) 

my bloody valentine 

They said it would never happen, but here it 
is: Kevin Shields' feedback explorers glide 
back into your life. 

London Roundhouse (June 20-23), 
Manchester Apollo (28-29), Glasgow 
Barrowland (July 2-3) 

my morning jacket 

Jim James and his down-home chums 
pick over the twists and surprises of 
polymorphously perverse new LP, 
Evil Urges. 
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mountain goats 

Sometime Plan B scribe John 
Darnielletakes his fine band 
the Mountain Goats out on a 
UKtour. 

Glasgow Stereo (September 1 2), 
Nottingham TBC (13), End Of The 
Road (14), Bristol Thekia (15), 
Manchester NightAnd Day (16), 
London Scala (18) 



Sheffield Leadmill (June 25), Bristol 
Academy (26), Manchester Academy 
(27), London Forum (July 15) 

the night marchers 

Having broken the hearts of tattooed 
gentlemen the world over by recently calling 
time on his groups Rocket From The Crypt 
and Hot Snakes, John 'Speedo' Reis offers 
long-overdue succour in the form of his new 
group, The Night Marchers. Crunchy. 
London Bloomsbury Bowling Lanes 
(June 5), London Boston Arms (6), 
Nottingham Bodega (7), Manchester 
Night & Day (8), London 1 00 Club (1 0) 

notwist 

Soothing German electronic songs tour new 
City Slang album The Devil, You And Me. 
London ICA (June 6), Dublin Button 
Factory (7), Galways Roisin Dubh (8) 

okkervil river 

Americana of a most lugubrious and droll 
disposition, as Will Sheff's stalwartTexans 
stir up more widescreen heartache and woe. 
Norwich Waterfront (November 5), 
Manchester Academy (6), Dublin 
Academy (7), Glasgow Oran Mor (9), 
Wolverhampton Wulfrun Hall (10), 
London Shepherds Bush Empire (11), 
Brighton Concorde 2 (1 2) 

parts and labor 

Brooklyn trio, specializing in blissfully 
deafening and hyper-melodic thrills, located 
somewhere between Oneida and Husker 
Dij, and riding high on acclaim fortheir 
latest album, Map/77a/:er. 
London Corsica Studios (July 14) 

mike patton and zu 

Fresh from guesting on forthcoming albums 
by Rahzel and Massive Attack, working on 
a DVD of his 2007 London performance 
with Fantomas Melvins Big Band, and voice- 
acting in video games like Bionic Commando 
and Portal, Mike Patton performs a solo set 
as part of Czechoslovakia's Stimul festival, 
backed by Italian hardcore/free jazz 
mavericks Zu. www.stimul-festival.cz 
for more info. 
Prague Archa Theatre (June 1 7) 

pentangle 

Exactly 40 years to the day since they 
recorded their live double album Sweet 
Child, a reunited Pentangle - comprising 
thefull original line-up of Bert Jansch, 
John Renbounre, Jacqui McShee, Danny 
Thompson andTerry Cox- return to the 
Royal Festival Hall. 
London Royal Festival Hall (June 29) 

punch brothers 

Former Nickel Creek mandolin-player 
ChrisThile'sbluegrass quintet visit the UK, 
to perform their 40-minute suite (in four 



indietracks 

A picturesque Fifties steam 
railway in Derbyshire plays host 
to all your indie favourites. The 
Wedding Present, The Wave 
Pictures, Comet Gain, Darren 
Hayman, Manhattan Love 
Suicides, Ballboy, The Bobby 
McGees, Airport Girl, Milky 
Wimpshake, and many more. 
www.indietracks.co.uk 
Midland Railway, Butterley 
(July 26-27) 



movements), 'The Blind LeavingThe Blind'. 
Twangtastic. 

Dublin Sugar Club (Jul 11), Bristol 
Trinity Centre (1 2), Birmingham Glee 
Club (1 3), London Arts Theatre (1 4), 
Gateshead The Sage (16), Glasgow 
Oran Mor (1 7), Manchester Academy 2 
(18) 

radiohead 

So, how much would you likeXo pay for your 
ticket?Well tough, it's £42.50. 
London Victoria Park (June 24-25), 
Manchester Lanes Country Cricket 
Ground (29) 

lou reed 

Reed takes 5e/'//A?to the stage, complete 
with children's choir, who may or may not 
be seeking professional help in 1 5 
years time. 

Cork Marquee (June 23), Belfast 
Waterfront (24), Edinburgh Playhouse 
(25), Nottingham Royal Centre (26), 
London Royal Albert Hall (30) 

rem 

Stipe and company tour new album 

Accelerate. 

Manchester, Lancashire Country 

Cricket Club (August 24), Cardiff 

Millennium Stadium (25), 

Southampton, Rosebowl (27), 

Twickenham Stadium (30) 

robyn 

Plan ^-approved pop queen basks in her new 
popularity. 

Glasgow Arches (June 6), Birmingham 
Academy (7), London Astoria (8), 
ManchesterAcademy 2 (10), Norwich 
UEA(II), Bristol Academy (12),VFest 
Stafford (August 16), V Fest 
Chelmsford (17) 

rock ness 

Summertime festival on the banks of 
the most famous Loch in all the Highlands. 
Spotting a nessie contingent on whether 
blubbery prehistoric throwbacks are 
partial to music by Underworld, Roisin 
Murphy, Hadouken!, Hercules And Love 
Affair, CSS, The Orb, Mylo, Felix Da Housecat, 
orFatboySlim. 
Dores Loch Ness (June 9-10) 

santogold 

Post-MIA pop outta Brooklyn. 
London Scala (June 3) 

jill scott 

Jilly from Philly returns to the UK to draw the 
most graceful neon line between jazz, funk, 
soul and poetry. 
London Brixton Academy (July 1 8) 



The sixth annual Venn Festival furthers the Bristol event's ongoing 
commitment to out-there sounds, select Bristolian venues hosting 
freakouts bySunburned Hand OfThe Man, The Heliocentrics, Black 
Devil Disco Club, Infinite Livez vs Stade, Matmos, Flying Lotus, and The 
Heads, all of whom should have a place inyour iPod, if not your heart. 
www.vennfestival.com for further info. 
Bristol venues (June 5-8) 



seasick steve 

Salty dog solo act plays the big ol' stage at 
the RoyalAlbert Hall, employs slide-guitar 
and gravelly croak to shiver those timbers. 
London RoyalAlbert Hall (October 1) 

sons and daughters 

Scot indie-rockers tour new, Bernard Butler- 
produced album This Gift. 
London Koko (June 2) 

summer sundae weekender 

Featuring Supergrass, The Coral, Simian 

Mobile Disco, Roisin Murphy, Nina Nastasia, 

Jeffrey Lewis, Lightspeed Champion, The 

Whitest Boy Alive, King Creosote, and Of 

Montreal. 

Leicester De Montfort Hall And 

Gardens (August 8-10) 

sunburned hand of the man 

Touring their ecstatically groovesome. Four 
Tet-producedf/re Escape album -though 
they may have released another album or 
three by the time you read this - the 
elemental Bostonian improvisers return. 
Bristol Seymour's Family Club (August 
1 7), Green Man Festival (1 8-20), Dublin 
Conway's Pub (22), Newcastle 
Cumberland Arms (24), Cambridge 
Palimpest Festival (26), London Corsica 
Studios (27) 

swn 2008 

Radio 1 DJ Huw Stephens' new music festival 
returns to Cardiff for its second year, held 
across 1 6 venues ranging from poky little 
coffee shops to the 500-capacity noisebox 
Clwb Ifor Bach, www.swnfest.com 
Cardiff venues (November 7-9) 

t in the park 

The music festival where you are sure to 
be able to drink as much Irn Bru as you 
can stomach, bask in the renowned Scottish 
sun and enjoy the likes of Rage Against 
The Machine, REM, Justice, Kings Of Leon, 
Stereophonies, The Fratellis, Hot Chip and 
The Raconteurs. 
Balado, Kinross (July 12-13) 

tapestry goes west 

Knights, minstrels, medieval larks, and if last 

year's anything to go on, some good bands 

asTapestry heads across the border to 

rediscover its Celtic roots. 

www.tapestrygoeswest.com 

Port Talbot Margam Park (August 8-9) 

tenebrous liar 

Steve Gullick's sulphurous existential noisers 
return to the stage, supported by Laymar. 
London 1 2 Bar Club, (June 30) 

truck 

So-called because they used to push 2 trucks 
together to form the main stage, the 1 0th 
anniversary is sure to feature some great 
bandstocelebrate.These New Puritans, 
lovers. Maps, Robots In Disguise, Noah And 



TheWhale, Camera Obscura,TheTelevision 

Personalities, EmmyThe Great, Ian McLagan 

and the Bump Band. Plus the Village Pub 

Rock Stage, the Disco Shed, and Lady 

Genevieve's Rock'n'Roll Party. 

www.thisistruck.com 

Steventon Hill Farm (July 18-19) 

underage festival 

Elephant And Castle's kids-only event steps 
out of the gloom for another outdoor all- 
dayer. Over 1 8? You'll be needing your fake 
ID, granddad. 

www.myspace.com/underage_club 
London Victoria Park (August 8) 

vetiver 

Andy Cable's swoonsome and country- 
tinged freak-folk folk continue their UK tour, 
in support of covers album. Thing OfThe 
Past, with the London date rearranged to 
take place at St Giles Pancras Church. 
Newcastle The Cluny (June 1), 
Nottingham Bodega Social (2), Bristol 
The Cube (3), Manchester Dulcimer (4), 
London St Giles Pancras Church (5), 
Cardiff Barfly (6), Birmingham Barfly 
(1 0), Glastonbury Festival (29) 

wakestock 

Fall off a wakeboard repeatedly during the 
day, and watch bands by night as Wakestock 
expands to a two-site leg - one North 
Wales, one Oxfordshire. The Streets, 
Supergrass, Funeral For A Friend, The 
Hoosiers, Hadouken, Young Knives, 
Metronomy, Jazzie B and Audio Bullys. 
www.wakestock.co.uk 
Woodstock Blenheim Palace (June 27- 
29),Abersoch(July4-6) 

why? 

Why not? Shuffling Anticon indie-rap dude 
tours /l/opec/a, out now on Tom lab. 
London Madame Jo Jos (June 4), Leeds 
Faversham (5), Manchester Roadhouse 
(6), Bristol Thekia (7), Nottingham 
Bodega (8) 

x-ray spex 

Oh Bondage! All over again. 

London Roundhouse (September 6) 

richard youngs 

The articulate, sorrowful and meditative 
bard of the guitar, and all related drones 
and sounds, plays a rare live show. 
London Cafe Oto (July 11) 

zxzw 

A week of gigs, visual arts, dance, theatre 
and movies across the city of Tilburg in 
the Netherlands, from venues to museums, 
from squats to the mayor's office. Acts 
include Watain, PullingTeeth, Pisstank, 
Z'ev, Ladyscraper, Munch Munch, Hey 
Colossus, DJ Floorclearer, Chris Moss 
Acid, Gaston Arevalo, and Talibam ! 
www.zxzw.nl 
Tilburg venues (September 14-21) 
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Words: Noel Gardner 
llustration: Stuart Kolakovic 



Silver Jews 

Lookout Mountain, Lookout Sea (Drag City) 

The advance scoop on this sixth Silver Jews album 
from David Berman's brain to your eyeballs is that 
it's "really different" from their other albums. 
This gives away little. All musicians think this 
about their latest work - it's only human. Obsessive 
creation of art fuels narcissism of small differences. 

Lookout Mountain, Lookout Sea - a bravely brief 
1 tracks, like most of their albums - is a wonderful 
record, one worthy of the fine toothcomb 
treatment. The Jews' most recent opus, 2005's 
Tanglewood Numbers, was sometimes superlative, 
highly endearing and perhaps rendered more 
moving by the knowledge that the primary brains 
behind it had spiraled to the brink of suicide not 
long beforehand. What it didn't have, in the main, 
was instantaneous or earworm-worthy tunes: a 
spate of dense, FX-peppered country appropriations 
rendering it the proverbial fan favourite, something 
it's perfectly possible the Silver Jews have 
deliberately reacted against here. 

'What Is Not But Could Be If is, in its musical 
mood, probably Lookout Mountain's most 
lugubrious turn. Its lyrical pitch warrants a closer 
reading, however: while Berman is too classy a 



about like the green young lovers they ain't and the 
listener gets a lyric he can slur to his object of secret 
affection later, when he gets leathered enough to 
think it a good idea. "We could belong to each 
other, if you're not seeing anyone. . . " 

Lookout Mountain... isn't, definitively, a country 
album; there's scraps of jangle-pop, psychedelia 
(a surprising and crystal -pretty, if ultimately 
dispensable, cover of 'Open Field' by Japanese 
cultists MaherShalal Hash Baz), rockabilly and 
whatever the heck you'd call 'Aloysius, Bluegrass 
Drummer', which sounds sort of like The Tubes 
doing 'Ballroom Blitz'. Great fleeting touches, 
like the seagulls and foghorns on 'Party Barge' 
and the way 'San Francisco BC makes like the tape 
recorder's batteries are flagging, crop up, less 
indicative of a desire to 'experiment' than a genuine 
love of playing this weird little game. 

The quality it has, more so than past Silver Jews 
ventures, is its conveyance of very real emotions 
from a very talented gentleman, while sounding 
like it's being written with a tangible audience in 
mind. "I've been around and I've seen enough to 
know/We could both spend happy lives. . . ", that 
final track continues, "know" sounding like an 
operative word. 



Dr Seuss is a root influence on every 
American who possessed enough self- 
confidence to construct their own 
rhyming couplets 



wordsmith to brashly advertise his Judaism in song, 
there's a spiritual angle evident in these suggestions 
of all-purpose hope. "What was not but could have 
been/Was my obsession way back when. . . when 
failure's got you in its grasp/And you're reaching 
for your very last, it'sjust beginning. " 

Pulling a poetic U-turn for a moment, Dr Seuss 
is, basically, a root influence on every American in 
the last few decades who possessed enough self- 
confidence to construct their own rhyming 
couplets. Rarely does it manifest itself as literally as 
'San Francisco BC, a surreal tale of a pitfall-strewn 
job hunt delivered by its author in a metre that'll be 
instantly familiar to anyone who grew up with 
Theodor Geisel as a guide: "We were waiting for his 
dad to meet us there/When Gene took off his hat 
and I noticed his hair/It was neatly trimmed but a 
patch was bare I /I knew it wasn 't new wave - it was 
human error!" 

David Berman has, in the past, squirmed away 
from suggestions that he's a country singer. Hard to 
give subtly devastating closer 'We Could Be Looking 
For The Same Thing' any other genre tag; this is 
pointedly classic dual-purpose Nashville songcraft, 
where the husband and wife - Cassie Berman, 
David's saviour of the non-religious kind - goof 



Noel Gardner talks to David Berman 

In the CD booklet, most of the lyrics are written 
on paper liberated from various hotels. Does 
this hint at the influence of a touring lifestyle? 

"Touring gave me a good look at who I'd be 
speaking to when I wrote again. In the past I only 
had a blurry face to go on. What I saw was a lot of 
tender-hearted young people with little in the way 
of wisdom gained from harsh experience, leaving 
them vulnerable to the saturation and aftermath." 

'Suffering Jukebox' implies a certain 
romantic attachment to jukeboxes. Have you 
encountered these 'internet jukeboxes' in bars, 
where you can download any song you might 
want to hear? 

"Wow. That's the first time I've heard of that. I think 
the 'anysongatyourfingertips' technology will be 
theendof rocksongwriting. It will be like jazz and 
classical, a closed off art. Aficionados will be trapped 
in a maze without exits." 
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in every dream 'droid a heart 

Words: Nat Davies 
Illustration: Gwenola Carrere 

Ladytron 

Velocifero (Nettwerk) 

"You write a song that's basically inspired by Nancy 
Sinatra and Lee Hazlewood, and people still think 
you're Kraftwerk. "-Danny Hunt, Ladytron 

Ladytron are riddled with paradoxes; an electro 
outfit formed in the heart of Merseybeat country 
who programme sharp pop songs from analogue 
synthesisers. At once dated and futuristic, cold and 
emotive, early songs like 'Seventeen' were an 
exercise in Doublethink. Delivered in stone-cold 
deadpan by Bulgarian vocalist Mira Aroyo, they 
were one-dimensional and lyrically bereft, but 
affecting, nonetheless. The progressive shift 
between their 2001 debut, 604, and the follow- 
up. Light And Magic a year later was hard to spot: 
both were dominated by a clean synthesised 
sound, minimalist melodies and short stanzas of 
opaque lyrics. 

At first it seems that Velocifero will follow the 
blueprint: opener 'Black Cat' starts quietly with a 
repeated keyboard line until the drums stomp in 
like a bat to the face. The songs builds and then 
falls until finally, over two minutes into the first 
song, the Bulgarian kicks in: monotone, menacing 
and impenetrable. 

Just as their last album. The Witching Hour, 
marked a leaning towards more instrumental. 



shoegazing tendencies in the style of Kevin Shields, 
Velocifero takes another evolutionary step from 
monotonal, single-cell organism to a complex, 
multi-coloured electro-pop group. There are small 
theatrical flourishes: gongs, whistles, tambourines 
and acoustic guitar- or a synth made to sound like 
one, who can tell? They are both just sound- 
patterns through a Commodore 64. Like the title, 
literally meaning 'bringer of speed', this rich vein of 
new soulful influences is undeniable progress. 
Recorded in Paris and produced in-house, with 

Another evolutionary 
step from monotonal, 
single-cell organism to 
complex, multi-coloured 
electro-pop group 

additional production from Vicarious Bliss of Ed 
Banger Records and Nine Inch Nails' Alessandro 
Cortini, this is still recognisably Ladytron: layers of 
synth, guitar effects looped through distortion, 
immaculate structure and a driving, metronomic 
beat. But Ve/oc/fero sounds looser, more relaxed 
and a little more playful. There is a fuzziness to 
the buzz-saw bass and layers of keyboards; the 
edges are less linear and the sounds bleed into 
each other. 

Lyrically the obtuse metaphors are still present 
butsongs like 'I'm Not Scared' fill in some of the 



blanks. When Helen Marnie sings "Lately you've 
come to enjoy/The generosity of strangers/The 
mechanisms you deploy/May have got you known/ 
But I'm not scared to come home" , she seems less 
rigid, more expressive. On 'Ghosts', the imagined 
voice of Light And Magic has been altered; the 
alluring but emotionally unavailable femme who 
warned us that they would only want us when we 
were seventeen, the friend who implied with a 
stern look that love is for fantasists, has somehow 
obtained a soul. There is the sound of a human 
pulse on 'They Gave You A Heart, They Gave You 
A Name' programmed into the low register drums. 
On the twisted Motown-inspired 'Runaway', a 
relentless battle-scarred bassline rages behind IDM 
beeps and a growling synth. 

There are also some curious additions to the 
fold. 'Kletva', a cover from a Seventies children's 
film sung in Aroyo's native Bulgarian, is an 
unexpected change of pace and mood - she 
sounds, well, quite perky. On the glowing closer, 
'Versus', programmer Daniel Hunt duets with 
Marnie over a tuneful whistle, a Masonic chanting 
and a bright, bubbling organ. 

Which leads me to suspect that beneath every 
tightly buttoned military jacket lurks the heaving 
bosom of a passionate Bronte hero(ine). Repressed 
into communicating through small gestures; an 
almost imperceptible tremble of the hand. I may 
have been too dense to spot the emotionality of 
a minor key, depressed for the duration of a two- 
minute drum loop, but the clues are all there, you 
just have to listen behind the keyboards. 



Horace Andy 



On Tour (Trojan) 

Horace Hinds is in grand and sweet voice 
on his latest LP, which takes as nnuch fronn 
the sound and vibes of the present as it does 
from the classic reggae and dub for which 
he's known. The title track itself is an 
exceedingly enjoyable tale of his experiences 
of different countries including Iceland - a 
wide-eyed Horace marveling in the 



differences and similarities between peoples. 
'Take My Love', meanwhile, wouldn't be out 
of place on a Bobby McFerrin album. 'Zion 
High' is a dubby, timeless offering that fits 
that exceptional soulful vocal perfectly, 'Fire 
A Go Burn Dem' is jauntily resonant, and 
'Can't Fool The Youths' heavy on the 
education. Afine addition to Trojan Records' 
roster in their fortieth anniversary year. 
Joe Shooman 



Apparat 



Things To Be Frickled (Random 
Noize Musick) 

This double-disc remix collection collects 
both remixes by and of art/techno guru 
Apparat. On the first disc, the commanding 
filter/squelch/slow burn explosion of Boys 
Noize's 'Shine Shine' and the crisp female 
vocals and hyperactive crackle and static on 
Nitrada's'FadingAway' are particular 



standouts, but all show Apparat's abilities 
to find a midway point between his own style 
and the original compositions. 

On the second disc, Telefon Tel Aviv's 
two contributions, especially a thrilling 
version of 'Arcadia', as well as Boys Noize's 
own reworking ofthat number, pump the 
elegant anthemicism of Apparat at his finest 
to new heights. 
Ned Raggett 
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hip hop don't stop (yet) 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Kail Photo: Barbara Talia 

His name is Neil, and he would like to shred your speaker 
cones with big bastard hip-hop. Let him, why don't you? 

NYGZ: Welcome To G-Dom (Year Round) 

Statik Selektah: Spell My Name Right (Showoff/Brick) 

Kwest The Madd Ladd: These Are My Unreleased Recordings (No Sleep). 

Kail: True Hollywood Squares (Big Dada) 

Cee-Rock: Bringin' Da Yowsah (Abstract Urban) 



Back in the day I was a twat. Used to call myself a 
b-boy. Used to air-mic in my room. Used to do the 
shrimp at inopportune moments and fuck up my 
Asda trainers. Now that I'm justan old cunt I don't 
call myself a b-boy. I can't dance to dirty south hip- 
hop without looking like my prostate's playing up, 
and luckily, the /ast thing hip-hop needs (or 
deserves) right now is devotees. Rap has become 
so diffuse, so malleable to wider pop - and yet 
simultaneously so confined in sonic scope and lyrical 
possibility. It's almost impossible to grasp any sense 
of forward-motion anymore from the endless 
giggling chatter, the constant yellow-bellied stream 
of diss-tracks and leaked-videos and internecine 
bitching that currently passes for rap's narrative. 
The hip-hop album, as it exists now, doesn't even 
work as a concept anymore. So much rolling with 
clicks, hiding persona behind a pisspoor panoply 
of indistinguishable guestspots and cameos, 
a cowardice borne of having nothing to say, 
no unique way of saying it, a chronic inability to 
sustain sound and vision beyond three minutes. 

Oh yeah, in 2008 there's been the usual glut of 
great hip-hop singles (Riz MC, Big Boi, Detroit 
Concept, Dabrye, Tl, Wax Tailor, Kashmere, The 
Knux, Ace Gutter, Cadence Weapon, Skandal) 
but as 2007 hinted, hip-hop albums in '08 have 
becomesimplylaced-together highlights, a journey 
interrupted by so much skittish filler and in-joke 



bullshit- less something 
you get engrossed or 
engulfed in, more 
something you take in 
12-inch sized doses. 
Grim old bastards 
like myself hunker 
down into our ruts 
knowing that great 
hip-hop engenders 
an intolerance for the 
mediocre stuff -the 
standards and spirit of 
any great golden-age 
hip-hop album demand 
your criteria up themselves. So if you grow upon 
Show And AG, Blak Moon, Diamond D, Ras Kass, 



Great hip-hop 
engenders intolerance 
for the mediocre stuff 



OC, Organized Konf usion, Pete Rock etc then of 
course the latest 70-minute crock from whatever 
Interscope-owned MC is supposedly spittin' fire 
over weedy Cubase/Protools-funk isn't gonna cut 
it. That said, there IS hip-hop out there for mangey 
ol' farts like us this summer: check out NYGZ' 
Welcome To G-Dom (Year Round) for some of 
Premo's freshest beats in years (but be ready for 1 
tracks of pfftt as well) and Statik Selektah's Spell 
My Name /?/g/7t (Showoff/Brick) for more Premo and 
Termanology. Crucially dig Kwest The Madd 
Ladd's These Are My Unreleased Recordings (No 
Sleep). Kwest shoulda been a star, released the 
magical This Is My First Album in 1996 and for the 
decade since has had to sleep on these gems, 
tangled up in a labarynthine limbo of industry 
fooferall. 1 2 years old this shit might be but it still 



hits harder, funnier, faster, more mindblowingly 
than any other MC I've heard this year this side of 
Dagha (whose The Divorce on Lewis Recordings is 
sweet and searing and essential). The following 
should also be buzzing your crops and spraying your 
Cary Grant ass with gunfire right now: Kail's True 
Hollywood Squares (Big Dada) is both Joycean 
word-journey from South Central to Laurel Canyon, 
AND one hell of a bass-heavy chassis-wrecking 
collage to get trapped in. Blast your carspeakers 
with Cee-Rock's multi-eargasmic Bringin' Da 
Yowsah (Abstract Urban), your headphones with 
DPF's It'll Never Catch On (Son Records) (thee best 
UK hicksville hip-hop stunnerto drop since 
Metabeats'/\//etap/7ys/ca/ and just as similarly 
unhinged and mutated by it's evident isolation), and 
corrupt your hard-drive sharpish with Fat Ray and 
Black Milk's The Set Up (Fat Beats), Ghislain 
Poirier's No Ground Under iH\r[\a), Pete Rock's 
NY's Finest {Nature Sounds) and Mighty Joseph's 
ten-minutes too-long Empire State (Urchin) cos the 
dream team of Madlib, Vast Aire and J-Zone is too 
damn hottopassup. 

So far, so cosy - but there's a few defiantly 
UNEASY releases this summer that go above and 
beyond, that transform pressing play on a CD away 
from the current ego-deoderising/room-fragrance 
purposes the shmindustry push so powerfully. Discs 
that instantly turn all the air in the room into pure 
liquid nitrogen. They're all mixtapes, which isn't 
surprising - mixtapes right now seem free from the 
pressure and budgetary concerns that stifle so many 
hip-hop longplayers in our dozey dazey age - 
Sway's Dotted Lines and King Affiliates' (inci 
Virus Syndicate and Wretch 32) Strictly 
Underground mixes are both ace, but the greatest 
noise you'll bump to deafening levels this summer 
should undoubtedly be Asaviour's truly mighty 
Play2Win Vol2- some of the heaviest, most 
heartstopping UK murkage and menace of '08, 
laced together by DJ IQ into a mastersuite of real 
power and reach. Yeah, iguessI'mst/Z/atwatfor 
this stuff. I just hope hip-hop can keep it coming. 
The wake's on hold. For now. 
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Words: Daniel Spicer 
Illustration: Matthew The Horse 

Offonoff 

Clash (Smalltown Superjazz) 

If there's a prize for most apt cover art, this one wins it: 
a Charles Atlas-style strongman's arm, muscles bulging, 
veins popping, all threat and swagger. Yeah, it's apt 
alright: this is a muscle-bound, macho album that wants 
to kick sand in your face. 

Offonoff is a trio of heavyweight improvisers. Terrie Ex 
is guitarist with Dutch anarchist post-punk pioneers The 
Ex; Massimo Pupillo plays bass with Italian rock-meets- 
free-jazz outfit, Zu; and drummer Paal Nilssen-Love is the 



Nilssen-Love combines the fist-in-the-face power of 
hardcore with the intense fluidity of free jazz and is 
capable of whipping up a storm that sounds like the 
last 10 seconds of the best gig of your life, but lasts ALL 
NIGHT. Pupillo's bass is pure and brutal - plugged right 
into the amp, no effects, no pussying around - crawling 
along like a fleet of extra-heavy tanks. Ex's guitar sounds 
like brittle shards of glass ripping the ear apart, a nasty 
weapon of controlled feedback and antagonistic physical 
attack: the essence of punk. 

Between them, they concoct a clattering, non-rock 
that fulfils Beef heart's rejection of the 'mama's heartbeat' 
of 4/4 rock music - a stop/start, stuttering thrash, 
directed by telepathic interplay that enables them to 
switch directions at the least obvious moments and in the 



A muzzled monster, just waiting for the opportunity 
to slip the leash and bite your face off 



power behind The Thing's scorched-earth garage-skronk. 
The three first came together in 2005 as one half of 
Original Silence-an alt-supergroup also including 
Thurston Moore, Jim O'Rourke and Mats Gustafsson - 
providing a plutonium-heavy, vice-tight rhythm section, 
like Black Flag falling down the stairs in a headlock. It was 
the perfect engine for that bigger band's flights of shriek- 
and-wail but, for this debut as a trio, all the jazz is 
stripped away, leaving a tough kernel of pure heaviness. 

There's a monstrous physical presence to this jam, 
an immediacy that places you in the room - amps 
humming, sweat on the walls - as the trio unwinds 
an hour or so of relentless, determined, heads-down free- 
punk. It's a visceral experience, full of lunging stabs of raw 
power, Tourette's noise-blurts and rapid shifts of gear. 

Individually, each of these three players possesses 
incredible technique and unconventional virtuosity. 



least obvious directions. Bone-crunching riffs appear out 
of nowhere, linger momentarily as suggestions of form 
amid the madness and then, almost as soon as they're 
locked in, dissolve into free-form meltdown. It all comes 
across like a huge, heavy, dangerously powerful animal 
moving with impossible speed and agility. 

Even the quieter moments have a glowering menace 
-such as the beginning of the 16-minute'Bone Meat': 
the hum ofthe bass strings, amped up high, responding 
to the slightest scrabbling touch; drum skins rubbed with 
fists and chains; and the subdued moan and twang ofthe 
guitar's taut strings. Itfeels like a muzzled monster, just 
waiting for the opportunity to slip the leash and bite your 
face off -and it comes as absolutely no surprise when it 
does just that. 

If this album spills your pint, just let it go. You really 
don't need the aggro. 



LaBatterie 



He Ate A Lamp Now He's A Fan 
(Cake And Coffee) 

Their name means drum kit in French, but La 
Batterie are from Berlin. Thus rhythm, 
disrupted and disruptive, is important.Their 
rhythms rebound in scatters -female-driven 
percussion that is punctual but un- 
regimented, rousing post-punk and new- 
wave references: The Au-Pairs, Scritti Politti, 
Young Marble Giants for the sparseness, the 
notes behind the ones played, that don't 
quite stay put for recording. Roundabout riffs 
rouse organ like Electrelane's drones; guitars 
in half-formed art-rock formation; a squall of 
something dissonant. Sounds like life's 
discontinuities, daily absurdities, "The heart 
and the brain recording without order ". 
There's something comfortably odd about 
it all, like the girl who wears mismatched 
colours and says exactly what she thinks 
under her breath, with all the artiest friends. 
Hannah Gregory 



Cassetteboy 



Carry On Breathing (Barry's Bootlegs) 

In 1 983, Crass leaked into the public domain 
a tape containing recordings of Thatcher and 
Reagan, spliced into a conversation about 
dual plans to escalate international conflict. 
American authoritiesthought it was KGB 
propaganda. This is the third album by 
Cassetteboy, the UK's best-known 
contemporary voice collagists. Its arguable 
highlight is a football commentary montage 
with lots of coming and going down and 
"David Bedham pulls offShaun ^V/'/^/?^ 
P/7/7//ps"and so forth. Does your interest in 
plunderphonics and ColdWar-era DIY 
anarchism meet head-on with nostalgic 
feelings for Baddiel And Skinner's Fantasy 
Football! Come in I It was getting lonely in 
here . . . Carry On Breathing is an oft- 
diverting, if overlong, coming together of 
very British yuks and semi-political swipes, 
although there remains the suspicion that 
Cassetteboy's natural calling is to break up 
tracks on homemade mix CDs. 
Noel Gardner 



Alessandra Celletti 



Way Out (LTM) 

WayOut\s an album of duality; a classic 
Jekyll and Hyde struggle, where two sides of 
Alessandra Celletti compete for dominance. 
The record flips and flounders in perpetual 
conflict, neither personality emerging 
victorious. Though when the classical pianist 
has temporary control, the results are 
engaging. Had the looping cascades of 
'I Descend To You' or the softer embrace 
of 'Two Trees' been more widespread, an 
internal crisis could have been averted. Alas, 
the desire to also be a syrupy everywoman 
troubadour proves too great to resist. For 
each intense 'Burning' there's a counterpoint 
like 'Drops of Life', offering lyrical platitudes, 
alarmingly sharp percussive timbre, and a 
vocal presence which, at best, suggests Bjork 
with wonky sinuses. Unfortunate, because 
the experimental 'Seventh Heaven' again 
teases with what might've been - 
incantations, multi-layered whispers and an 
air of Shakespearian witchcraft. 
Peter Parrish 



Congregation 



Congregation (Bronzerat) J 

Congregation's opener 'Dose Of Hell' could 
not be more apt as a description of this 
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record as a whole. Victoria Yeulut's vocal is 
terrifying in a damaged kind of way. Her 
sexual depression is eerie: "The doctor said 
he can 't do me no good/I wish he could do 
me like you could/You still make me ill/Your 
kisses make me wet. "And her accepting of 
dannage done chilling: "You bet your loving 
was like a dose of hell". 

Underneath, Benjamin Prosser's guitar is 
a barely functional, fractured, noise-making 
beast, like a child deprived of sunlight their 
whole lives. Curiously for the London duo, 
their sound is that of savage attacks in the 
American wilderness: bluesy slide guitar, 
blues'll-save-me sensibilities, lonely and 
tear-smeared gaps of noise. I haven't worked 
out if that bugs me yet, but I reckon they're 
just about gonna get away with it. 
Tom Howard 



It'll Never Catch On (Son) 

Either he's taking the piss or the title sucks. 
And even if it's just a joke such defeatist 
humour's tiring and kind of scary in a world 
where the best way to pitch a UK rapper is to 
try and pretend they do dubstep, grime, 
pretty much anything but old fashioned UK 
Hip-Hop. And it's triple tragic cos when he's 
nottalking about the music industry DPF is a 
bloody brilliant, deadpan engaging rapper, 
way beyond what passes for par in the USA 
these days. So much so that even the 
whingey tracks have their awesome 
moments. Like where he gets coy and cocky 
chastising rivals for swearing so much 
"the radio edit sounds like morse code'" 
with soul and finesse on either side of the 
godawful chorus on single 'What Can I Say'. 
And a good two thirds of the rest, tracks like 
'Crackle' where the funk is deep and the 
attitude is rude, boasting, " I gets. . . down" 
with timing perfect to the last millisecond 
on that pause, just right to convince you he 
really does get down and you ought to, with 
him, too. A little bit less boring self-pity, and 
this could catch on. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Matt Eaton 



Finish Your Chips (Drift) 

Matt Eaton was previously best known for 
his shamefully ignored band Actress Hands. 
Certain AH tracks make an appearance here 
too: 'Can't Believe What I'm Hearing' and 
'Everyone's Got To Fallen Into Line' are 
refreshingly close to an actual Brian Wilson's 
arrangement, it's only 'The Doyle' that can't 
live up to its full band version, as without the 
guitar hook played country-electric, there's 
an intrinsicflow missing, even though high 
female vocals still make it sound like the 
mosttouchingMorriconepiece.This album 
provides a tide of serenity with humble, 
grumbled folk songs that feel like they 
have a history; the resultant sense of peace 
is gorgeous. 
Jonathan Falcone 



The Endless Bummer 



No Beach Out Of Reach (dbarclay@ 
mpl.ucsd.edu) 

The Diskettes were lovely: a mostly a cappella 
Canadian band that occupied the mid-point 
between Beat Happening (first album) and 
The Penguins ('Earth Angel') with beautiful 
(even more beautiful than The Research) 
female harmonies. "The girl about whom 
I had written Diskettes' love songs dumped 
me," writes singer David Barclay. "Unable to 



play those songs or write songs with melody, 
I formed The Endless Bummer." Such a sad 
story: and indeed the songs here are infused 
with melancholy and slowed-down, not so 
effusive, tinted with the loneliness of travel; 
still lo-fi and delicately spun, still with 
delicious harmonies and minimal 
instrumentation and that poignant sigh 
of a voice, especially on the ramshackle ' 
Call Me'. In myworld,The Diskettes are 
massive - 1 don't understand why they 
aren't everywhere. 
Everett True 



Flavour Crystals 



Ambergris (Second Shimmy) 

Sounds like Flavour Crystals and Kramer had 
a real good time together. Kramer's the dude 
who made Galaxie 500soundall nice-to 
him reverb was more than a verb, it was an 
excellent way to unwind. Honestly, if music 
was as effortless to make as this sounds then 
surely everybody would be doing it. 
Tramming home on a winter's night, 
cocooned in its reverberating lushness, 
I'm ready to turn gay for it: shapely drones 
bending into shimmering motorik country, 
warm echoes of Yo La Tengo, The Sea And 
Cake and Electrelane mingling sonically, and 
man, can I just say breathy guitar-scapes, 
just this once? Hit me with an ambient gust 
of psychedelic guitar-scape-age! At first 
I wanted the songs to slide off the rails a bit, 
but not anymore. I'm cold. I don't want to be 
surprised. Just soothed. 
Shane Moritz 



Fleet Foxes 



Fleet Foxes (Bella Union) 

Fleet Foxes are weaving their way onto 
summer 'OS's fields, where they hope to bask 
in the sunlight. Whether such basking, in 
slow progressions, to sleepy build-ups, over 
the territories of Pentangle and Crosby, Stills 
and Nash; whether more melodic indie rock 
that treads through folk narratives is what 
we need. . .questionable. But we certainly 
need more ofthesunlight.Vocals sink into 
keys that hark back to harmonies, familiar 
and near-medieval melodies, further flung; 
then veer towards another musical field, 
freshly harvested. If I were the darlin' he's 
serenading, I think I'd have straw coloured 
plaits, a sparkling smile, and a checkered 
shirt- and be very happy, for a while. At 
turns, they make me think of oak leaves, 
haystacks, patterns drawn on upturned 
earth, patchwork making and Little House 
On The Pra/r/e. They're in tune with the 
seasons, come spring or snow, in tune with 
their songs -just good, reasoned songs. 
Hannah Gregory 



Fonda 500 



Je M'appelle Stereo (Record 
Mountain) 

J'deteste Fonda 500. Twee bastards. I saw 
them play live once, wearing bear hats and 
leading goofy 5e5a/77e5freefsingalongs. But 
this, their first new album in some years, is 
what I'd always hoped they'd sound like: off- 
kilter pop gems that sound magnificent 
turned up loud and bright. 'Music Should 
Always Be Played By The Hands Of Animals' 
is a woozy Jan and Dean space-a-thon, while 
'Push Button Skillz' is all warm bleeps and a 
lo-fi guitar that would make Graham Coxon 
itch with envy. 

Unlike some bands, who take an 
everything but the kitchen sink approach to 



an album and end up with a stewed mess, 
Fonda 500 have a clutch of different sounds 
(sheep, cats) ideas (French vocab, peans to 
technology) and instruments, resulting in a 
recordthat'sjust/oi/e/y.J'aime Fonda 500! 
Natalie Boxall 



The Painted Side of the Rocket 
(But Is It Art?) 

Describing eternal indie-pop icon Dickon 
Edwards as a grizzled veteran just seems 
wrong somehow, but nonetheless that's 
what the peripatetic figure has become over 
the years; if his voice now especially sounds 
more appropriate for chatty discussion than 
singing he always makes the best of it. Fosca 
has become the longest-lasting vehicle for 
his approach and The Painted Side Of The 
Rocket, if almost nostalgic in sound (opening 
song 'I've AgreedTo Something I Shouldn't 
Have' sounds like it could be a Pulp B-side 
from 1 993) still brings the goods, especially 
on the wonderful 'Confused and Proud'. It's 
a touch curious to hear songs like 'Head Boy' 
delivered in an almost brusque fashion when 
earlier Fosca efforts sounded effortlessly 
smooth, but such is time. 
Ned Raggett 



Grey Daturas 



Return To Disruption (Neurot) 

The datura is a plant, native to Australia, 
India and the Americas, which only flowers 
by night; known to cause poisonings and 
delirium, it's known colloquially as 'The 
Devil's Trumpet'. This Melbourne trio have 
picked their name well, devoted as they are 
to the kind of toxic noise that wipes out small 
villages, leaving the land uninhabitable for 
generations. Distended feedback 
meditations, like the end of a Sonic Youth 
rave-up stretched to song length, and creaky 
free-improv, punctuate rock 'songs' that, in 
their combination of creeping, Gothic 
menace and all-out lacerating noise, recall 
Sightings, late-period Neurosis, and black 
metal. By the abrupt end of queasy, 
claustrophobic closer'Neuralgia', you'll want 
either to run for the hills, or hit repeat. 
Daniel Barrow 



Guapo 



Elixirs (Neurot) 

It's unlikely that many people had Guapo 
pegged as the sort of band with a ferocious 
work ethic. Just in case, though, the sleeve 
notes that Elixirs, their eighth full album, was 
recorded between January 2005 and April 
2007. Coupled with the fact that this was a 
time of notable member upheaval for the 
London outfit, it'd be no surprise if this 
turned out to be an incremental, fragmented 
ADD-athon.The result- did you see this 
coming? - is near enough the polar opposite, 
with the stormy, grotesque carney hand 
corruption of Magma, Argento soundtracks. 
King Crimson and myriad Japanese psych 
turned inside out until you can hear the guts 
flapping in the wind. Jarboe's vocal enters 
the fray on 'The Selenotrope' and becomes a 
mere component of the Rhodes-powered 
murk. £//)c/rs should tell its own story. 
Noel Gardner 



Heloise And The Savoir Faire 



Trash, Rats And Microphones (Yep Roc) 

Take all of your NYC art pop nightmares- 
you know, pushy queens, dizzy blondes, coke, 
glitter, egos, wigs, bitchslaps and gutters - 



and you have this bunch of divs. Did you 
know Elijah Wood signed 'em? Impressive? 
Not really. This album smacks of vanity 
project, where someone from one world is 
trying to prove it in another. Looking for 
image, not invention. And this lot are all 
about image, bloated and cheesy, wannabe 
arch lyrics over flat beats. It's disco without 
the sass, pop without the knowing. Debbie 
Harry materialises, but not even this icon 
gracing two songs can drag Trash, Rats And 
Microphones ar\yv\ihere near the realms of 
the fabulousness they're so obviously 
clawing for. 
Natalie Boxall 



Hanif Jamiyl 



Krushed Grapes (Bukarance) ^ 

Soft R&B rap from the wonderfully 
unselfconsciously horny Hanify Jamiyl, 
rapping sexologist who makes like R Kelly 
with a taste for mature women. Krushed 
Grapes\s 53 minutes and 23 seconds of 
filthy hot sex talk. Collectively, the Plan B 
office has yet to manage the whole thing 
in one sitting, but three-minute instalments 
have been enthusiastically and incredulously 
received. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Philip Jeck 



Sand (Touch) 

Sand is what remains of rocks that can never 
be put back together again. Using clapped- 
out vintage record players, a minidisk and 
mixer, sonic beachcomber Philip Jeck selects 
tiny, timeworn grains of vinyl history that 
briefly glint in the light before an ocean of 
hiss and crackle reclaims them. In 'Fanfares', 
a once-bright trumpet call becomes reedy, 
wavering and melting before being 
consumed by its own decay, returning later in 
ever more distorted forms before the final 
track cuts off, as abrupt as death. Drifts of 
melody cling to the edge of the turntable's 
orbit, fragments harnessed to a pulse that 
brings them back from the dead but makes 
them sing their own elegy. Recorded live, 
Sand\s a bleak but tender testament to the 
unreachability of memory, how recalling 
something from the past is to rewrite it over 
and over, obscuring the original behind 
layers of nostalgia. 
Abi Bliss 



Joan As Police Woman 



To Survive (Reveal) 

Get Forlorn ! Around a piano! BYO mournful 
strings! No, don't bother, actually. Ex- 
Dambuilder Joan Wasser's stocked up for the 
occasion and has plenty. On her third outing 
in her law-enforcing incarnation, Joan takes 
minor genre excursions to lite-jazz and vague 
flamenco, her underhanded voice cooing 
gently all the while. 'To Be Loved' is almost 
painfully pleasant. It's like the business card 
scene from American Psycho: the tasteful 
production, the effortlessly pitch-perfect 
voice, its eminent suitability for daytime 
rotation on Radio 2 . . . it's all a bit too much. 
Wasser comes off like a series of kindly aunts 
to the current class of North American female 
singers. 'To Be Lonely' is like dinner at Regina 
Spektor's sensible aunt's beach house, 
'Magpies' is Feist's blindly optimistic aunt 
telling an aimless story, 'Hard White Wall' is 
Cat Power's charmingly drunk aunt, dancing 
badly. Each incarnation makes its niece seem 
suddenly far more interesting. 
Thorn Gibbs 
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alien soundtracks 
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Illustration: Maxwell Paternoster 

Plan B's Analogue Priestess makes 
herself sick on science 

Matmos: Supreme Balloon (Matador) 

Four Tet: Ringer (Domino) 

Principles Of Geometry: Lazarre (Tigersushi) 

Zombie Zombie: A Land For Renegades (Versatile) 

iVIidnight Juggernauts: Dystopia (Siberia) 

While many treat all synthesiser-based music as if it's 
somehow groupable and comparable, Ican'tthink 
of any other instrument with so many permutations 
and available sounds, so many definitions of what it 
actually is (a keyboard with knobs on it, to most 
people; a rack of patched-together effects pedals, 
to others). No other instrument is so alien, yet so 
recognisable, at a familial, DNA-ish level; so capable 
of generating surprise along with a weird deja-vu. 
Basically, a synthesiser is one of the few instruments 
that comes with the divine spark actually built in, 
and all the best synthesiser music -from Eliane 



Machinery running 
away with both itself 
and its operators, 
hand in hand 



Radigue's long-form ARP explorations to French 
prog nutjobs Spacecraft to Krautrock heroes Cluster 
to Sabbath's 'Who Are You?' to Justice's 'Waters Of 
Nazareth' to Carlos Giffoni and Black Dice - has 
within itthissenseof wonderment, this illusion that 
you've somehow played God, called into being a 
sound from Out There, invented something both 
abstract and visceral, and with a life of its own. 



In theory, anyway - and Matmos being the 
theoreticians that they are, their entirely synth- 
based Supreme Balloon is a joyous record that harks 
back to the optimistic futurism and intellectual 
whimsy of the earliest synth pioneers. The album 
was made with a number of classic models, 
including an archaic modular system from Pierre 
Schaeffer's INA/GRM studio as well as those from 
the more populist Roland SH and Moog series, 
mixing periods and techniques with intelligent glee 
until there's a tickly surfeit of bleep, wommm, click, 
scuttle and wow-growl-throb that does not once 
reference Goblin or John Carpenter, but goes 
straight for Delia Derbyshire, Jean-Jacques Perrey, 
David Vorhaus and Patrick Gleeson. It's still a 
thoroughly Matmos-ian creation, with guttural 
crunches and queasy skippiness all over 'Mister 
Mouth' and 'Exciter Lamp', creating the impression 
of machinery running away with both itself and its 
operators, hand in hand. The title track is an epic 
along the lines of Shri Camel-era Terry Riley (who 
guests on the vinyl version of the album), slithering 
into total synth tantra with a tabia drum machine 
as rhythm track. Supreme Balloon's self-awareness 
is signified by a knowing overload of stuff, an 
affectionate nod to the excesses of early electronic 
music. The cumulative effect is like making yourself 
sick on science, and that's praise indeed. 

From excess to minimalism: Four Tet 's/?/nge/' 
is tautly paced, with a more-ish title track that 
highlights the relationship between Detroit and 
Kraftwerk, a refined smattering of Tangerine Dream 
also thrown in. We progress to some sublime techno 
whose smooth, pared-down energy recalls some of 
Kompakt's prettiest output: Gui Boratto or The Field, 
perhaps. /?/nger wears its more vintage sounds well, 
neither ironing out their character nor sticking them 
up at the front like some over-emphatic retro 
fashion statement; instead, Hebden democratises 
every element, weaving them into fractal, glacially 
bright cosmic dance music. 

Equally suave and subtly original is Principles Of 
Geometry's Lazarre, a faintly unsettling album from 
French duo Guillaume Grosso and Jeremy Duval that 



intercuts Justice-style electro with vocals from 
Cannibal Ox's Vast Aire, puts Sebastian Tellier in 
the Italo-disco, and finds time for Boards Of 
Canada-style meditative keyboard drifts and 
clouds of ambience. It's feels vaguely novelistic and 
sequential, but its concept is hard to define - what 
is clear is an abundance of ideas and feeling for 
atmosphere that surrounds even the danceable 
tracks with a menacing cloudiness and instability. 

As you might have gathered by now, I am a bit 
of a synth snob - although I prefer the terms 
'connoisseur' or 'analogue priestess' - and 
when Artrocker magazine recently trumpeted 
The Return Of Synth (indie kids do pills, buy 
Microkorgs, I think was the gist of it) I actually 
had to give myself electric shocks off the Vermona 
as penanceforfeeling so elitist. But honestly, I have 
heard a few too many records now, all neon sleeves 
and boring build-ups, that sound like they're made 
by the sort of men who ride too-small bicycles 
around E2 of a weekend, and I feared Zombie 
Zombie -the side project of Neman from Herman 
Dune -would likewise annoy the crap out of me, 
giallo name and all (not to mention the allusion to 
their more impressive US counterparts. Zombi). 

But A Land For Renegades is actually pretty good, 
with a nice charity shop, DIYfeel reminiscent of the 
due-for-serious-reappraisal-please Add N To (X) and 
Plone. There are bits where the formula - a pointy 
arpeggiated sequence with some swooshy John 
Carpenter chord swathes over it and energetic 
drumming beneath -feels too basic and 
unfuckwithable, but 'Nightclubbing' is sleazy like 
The Normal or Suicide - and Neman can yelp as good 
as Alan Vega. Zombie Zombie's fresh, live sound and 
canny way with a Space Echo is devoid of the 
cynicism and conservatism that makes a lot of this 
shit, well, pretty shit. If you're going to spend a few 
quid on some indie-Goblin stuff, much better this 
than Midnight Juggernauts, an Australian outfit 
that kicking_k, one track in, denounced as the indie- 
synth equivalent of glam-rock's 'brickies in drag' 
also-rans, but I have no time for such bitchiness, 
for I have electronic meditations to attend to. 
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twenty-string orchestra 

Words: John Doran 
Illustration: Isabel Bostwick 

Toumani Diabate 

The Mande Variations (World Circuit) 

It is a sign of progress at last that generally music 
consumers and producers seem to be wise to 
how stupid a term 'world music' is (the title of 
this record label notwithstanding). Saying: "Hey- 
I really love that fabulous world music!" is just as 
knuckle-headed as saying: "Hey -I really love 
those fabulous coloured people!", if notqcz/Ye 
as offensive. But people have been quicker to 
distinguish between musical styles on all 
continents other than Africa, where, strangely, 
attitudes are more backward. 

It's odd, but there was only one way that 
Bob Geldof could have actually raised 
consciousness about Africa with his ghastly Live 
Earth debacle, and that would have been to 
feature nothing but African bands. Perhaps this 
would have at least introduced the idea that Africa 
is, in many ways, the most diverse of all continents. 
It certainly would have offered more lyrical and 
sonic clues as to which countries toiled under the 



yoke of dictatorship and which had enlightened 
democracies; which were at peace and which were 
embroiled in civil war; which were crippled by debt 
and which existed in relative affluence. 

But this didn't happen and we're no closer to 
being able to say that this isn't even indicative of 
what most music coming out of Mali sounds like 
(perhaps there we should think of the river blues of 
Ali Farka Toure or the Mande dance band sound of 

A technical precision 
that borders on 
autistic, a dedication 
to practice that 
borders on monastic 

the Super Rail Band). 

Instead what we have is arguably a huge jump 
forward in what it is possible to do with traditional 
Mande-style kora playing. Diabate is the poet 
laureate of this 20-something-stringed harp lute 
hybrid, meaning he is a populist, state-sanctioned 
wonder rather than necessarily the most forward 
looking or avant-garde musician in this field. And 



although he has branched out at various times into 
styles such as flamenco, he has never emigrated 
or Westernised his sound like Mory Kante did, 
and The Mande Variations is what it suggests - 
reworkings of traditional songs or new 
compositions written in a traditional style rendered 
in Mali's pentatonic scale. 

You would be hard pressed to rework any of 
these songs into a rave smash like happened with 
Kante's 'Yeke Yeke' (although, strangely, you can 
visualise the long contorted charcoal lines of a 
Jeremy Deller painting that would connect this 
album with Musil< Von Harmon ia and Selected 
Ambient Worl<s Vol 1 and Laser Guided Melodies). 
Diabate brings a technical precision that borders 
on autistic and a dedication to practice that 
borders on monastic (tellingly, when not practising 
or playing, Diabate is often found in his kora 
workshop building the things). This album doesn't 
give up its charms without a struggle, however, 
mainly because of its relatively alien nature -you'd 
have to go back in time to the 17th Century to find 
something that bore even the slightest 
resemblance in the UK or Germany. But this is a 
genuinely beautiful album and breath-taking in its 
virtuosity, both hypnotic and seductive. 



John And Jehn 



JohnAndJehn(Phuckit!) 

With a name like that, maybe you're thinking 
of Casio keys and twee twosomes chipping 
teacups together in jumpers on a winter's 
afternoon. Think again. This London duo's 
debut record may well begin with a little 
"Rain, rain, go away" rhythmic motif but its 
shades soon darken into the well of reverb 
that is '20L07', guitars and snares with their 
bolts and nuts all half unscrewed wavering 
between Jehn's vocals (themselves husky 
and fine at their braised edges, clean and 
creamy like silk or coconut milk on the 
interior). "Just let him love me, it's a god- 
damned right", she protests, before 
handclaps cause vibrations and the air 



becomes charged with discordant electrics. 
Warm-blooded and persistent, here are 
some boy-girl heart-to-heartsthat don't 
invoke sloppy drums and Slush Puppies. 
Lauren Strain 



Phoebe Killdeer And The 
Short Straws 



Weather s Coming. . . (The Perfect 
Kiss/PIAS) 

Phoebe Killdeer has spent the last few years 
famous and anonymous at the same time, 
the voice of Nouvelle Vague, who combined 
iconic Eighties standards with bossa nova 
arrangements. Her first solo effort steers 
away from the Dead Kennedys remakes for 
all originals, while her backing band kicks up 



its heels right from the start with 'Paranoia', 
conjuring not so much Rio as the kind of 
backroom nightclub sass of Gallon Drunk 
and Holly Golightly. There's more than a little 
PJ Harvey at work throughout -songs like 
'He's Gone' rumble and brassily come on like 
outtakesfrom To Bring YouMyLove-\Nh\\e 
the echoing multipart melodrama of 'Stuck 
Inside' isthe definite highlight, Tom Waits 
with a clear voice. 
Ned Raggett 



Katkhuda 



Katkhuda (Montagu Music) 

Katkhuda is the new project from South 
London's Damien Katkhuda of OBI. The 
album opens like a far away carnival coming 



to a small town, a rickety old tune drifting 
from a music box, strings rising from dusty 
corners. It sets a tone for Katkhuda's quiet 
storytelling, their ethereal, dreamy melodies, 
wandering, pondering as the pedal steel 
guitar swoops over songs. There are 
interesting elements here, but the album 
barely progresses from its romanticised lulls; 
nothing challenges, and there are no 
surprises as pianos and violins come 
together in a slowwaltz, climbing lovelorn. 
They muse on bright lights, beauty, night 
skies and after a while these cliches start to 
grate. In the end what opened as a promise 
of hidden treasures is disappointing -fool's 
gold, if you will. 
Emily Graham 
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As speakers'push ain 
so this noise is designed 
to move bodies. And move 
they shall « 



blood sweat and cheers 

Words: Stevie Chick 

Illustration: Overture 

Awesome Color 

Electric Aborigines (Ecstatic Peace) 

Not to get too dreamy and philosophical 
about such things, but something happens to a 
rock'n'roll band when they've been on the road for 
an extended amount of time, when they've been 
living in each other's sweaty circumference in some 
cramped and shitty tourbus for so long, with only 
that hour or so onstage to truly unfurl their limbs 
and spirits: a fusion of sorts occurs, so those limbs 
and spirits move and thrash in perfect harmony 
and unison, no matter how frenetic and fevered 
the patterns they paint. Like pistons and cogs and 
blades, the musicians (and their limbs, and their 
spirits) become mere components of a greater 
machine-though when I say 'mere' there, it is not 
to belittle what they achieve, or how they sound. 
On their second full-length, Boston power-trio 
Awesome Color appear to have made that 
transformation -from individuals to elements - 
some time ago, the three musicians (drummer 
Allison Busch, bassist Michael Troutman and 



singer/guitarist Derek Stanton) locked into a 
synergistic, commune-esque hive-mind/body, 
a streamlined bustle of muscular riffs that seem 
as natural and inevitable in their construction and 
course as a mountain range. Opener 'Eyes Of Light' 
drops us in, in media res, the group already 
pummelling away at a colossal riff, grand sky- 
caving cymbal splashes having much the same 
effect as an ant gnawing at a grand oak. The Color 
are working beyond such earthbound concepts as 
chords and melody here -what's in the foreground 
is a sense of dynamic, a great rushing, breath- 
stealing momentum that's akin to standing in the 
centre of a cyclone, an exultant rhythmic clanging 
setting a pitch of accelerated urgency. 

It's the very physical quality that's the essence 
of Awesome Color's art, its defining characteristic, 
and what sets the group apart from a welter of 
other bands essaying similarly antique styles. 
When they lay their hands upon vintage riffs, like 
on 'Come And Dance' and 'Outside Tonight' -two 
slutty calls to abandon that wear their sweat like 
a cologne -their near-motorik rocking out has a 
transformative effect on these well-trodden 
tropes, so scything guitars that stomp and strut 
remain propelled by this ecstatic rhythmic engine. 



The effect is near-psychedelic. Body Music as 
Head Music, the irresistible and very real pulse 
behind every struck note disrupting the senses, 
taking you over, much like the powerful effect of 
a flickering strobe lamp upon an epileptic. It's a skill 
you reckon they must have honed travelling across 
a myriad foreign and unfamiliar stages, greeting 
newfaces and bodies every night, and solemnly 
(but not too solemnly- this is, at heart, a good 
time rock'n'roll record) fulfilling their duty to leave 
that audience shaken, rattled and profoundly 
rolled undertheircontrol. As speaker push air, so 
this noise is designed to move bodies. And move 
they shall. 

And maybe that's why such guttural, primal, 
essential rock'n'roll never entirely goes out of style: 
because, in the hands of earnest artisans willing to 
attack the blueprint with an inspired gusto, a 
maverick energy, a righteous focus, it can still work, 
and brilliantly so. On 'Outside Tonight', the riffs 
build to the same revolutionary intensity as The 
Stooges' '1 970' or MCS's 'Black To Comm', words 
and riffs and chord-changes repeated until a 
simple, slurred "Mal<eitriglit ton/g/7t" sounds like 
the most profound incantation. This is some magic, 
and no mistake. 



Richard Lloyd 



The Radiant Monkey (Parasol) I 

Perhaps opening your album with an 
exuberant cry of "lAIVIA MONKEY I " isn't 
quite whattheaverageTelevision fan would 
expect from the band's guitarist, Richard 
Lloyd, on this solo endeavour. Thankfully, it is 
accompanied by a quintessential guitar line 
that could only spring forth from those 
nimble digits. Lloyd lays his heart on the line, 
and opens his chest cavity for all to see, lifts 
the lid of his cranium so that we can all take a 
studied peek inside. Introductory liner notes 
explain the 'rules' of The Radiant Monkey 
(including: no effects pedals, no more than 
three guitar parts on a song) and the 
concepts behind each song: there are nods 



to Keith Richards and Richard Hell, and 
despite some cringey lyrics, there's plenty for 
the average NYC punk-scene fan to get their 
claws into. 
HayleyAvron 



LykkeLi 



Youth Novels (EMI/LL Recordings) 

I used to be quicker to fall in love. Give me 
the right glimmer and flutter and I was there, 
heart fastened. I'm older now, warier, but still 
I had to steel myself with Lykke Li - a girl 
from Sweden with bedroom eyes, dancing 
shoes, raspberries and mirrors in her hair 
Youth Novels's minimalist pop is whispered 
vocals, pitterpat drums, acoustic guitar and 
muted horns - but there are also frequent 



ripples of drum-machine, groans of synths. 
Lykke Li may be more Feist than MIA, but 
she's also more Junior Boys than Sia, best 
when she's coy, neither bashful nor strident. 
"My hips they lie, "she sings on 'Dance 
Dance Dance', "cos in reality I'm shy shy 
shy. " If all of the songs were like this, 'My' 
and 'Little Bit', I'd be lost, lost, lost to Li's coo. 
But she loses her nerve, before album's done. 
And I've kept my head. 
Sean Michaels 



Lyrics Born 



Everywhere At Once (Antfl 

Everywhere At Once is a stylistic leap from 
Lyrics Born's days in Blackalicious, breaking 
an audible sweat as he yearns for some 



mainstream recognition. Joyo's vocals lift 
'TheWorld Is Calling', while Lyrics is at his 
dirtiest and most determined best. Sadly, all 
the "beautiful women make some noise " 
bullshit detracts from what could otherwise 
be a great hip-hop album. Surely Lyrics Born 
used to have something to rail against? 
Something to say for himself that was more 
eye-opening than the mind-boggling 
revelation that he likes the way a woman 
"puts her outfit together", as if such an 
achievement should be ranked higherthan 
the ability to tie your fucking shoelaces. 
Thankfully, 'Rules Were Made To Be Broken' 
pulls back the old-school groove and LB 
regains his vocabulary and flow. 
HayleyAvron 
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amazing grace 

Words: Miss AMP 
Illustration: Dimitri Simakis 

Death Cab For Cutie 

Narrow Stairs (Atlantic) 

Uh, oh, it's that 'difficult-second-album-on-a- 
major-label' ! What to do? How about: spend 
lots of time trashtalking about " bloody and 
loose" production values, spreading rumours 
of forthcoming eight-and-a-half-minute long 
singles, and letting it be known that the whole 
deal is to be recorded on tape, promising a sound 
several continents away from the gleam and 
sheen of 2005's million-selling, post OC 
'breakthrough' album, Plansl Yeah, that 
oughttadoit. 

But, you know. It's May 2008 and I hold the 
long-awaited disc in my hand and. . . come on, 
boys. It's like an office girl who only wears black 
explaining that this black top is different to a 
different black top, more exciting, because there is 
a strip of black sequins across the chest and along 
each shoulder. It's still a black top, love. Likewise: 
this is still a Death Cab album. What are the black 
sequins, then? 



They're there, alright: in the eight-and-a-half- 
minute 'I Will Possess Your Heart'; in the tabla- 
drenched 'Pity and Fear'; and in the fuzzy, dusty 
sound that envelops the whole album. Lyrically, 
too, things have shifted. Ben Gibbard's 
always been a chronicler of tiny, meaningful 
relationship moments - kisses in photobooths 
and all that- but on Narrow Stairs the focus 
shifts and pulls away, and we're given distance 
rather than intimacy. Instead of scenes from 
(presumably) Gibbard's life you get a bundle of 
vignettes and a handful of characters: 'I Will 
Possess Your Heart's creepy stalker; a bride at a 
wedding ('Cath'), in a borrowed dress and a forced 
smile; a former optimist realising all his hopes have 
died ('No Sunlight'). 

But. But. The much-touted eight-minute epic 
may be more like a Eighties 1 2-inch remix than 
a glorious, sprawling epic anthem like 
'Transatlanticism'; there may be no big obvious 
pop banger like Plans' 'Soul Meets Body', and the 
whole tabia thing was definitely a mistake - but it's 
still Death Cab, and if you snip away the sequins 
you'll find real pop gems underneath. 

Take, for example, 'You Can Do Better Than 
Me', which marries jaunty PetSounds-\sh organs. 



S1AAKI5 

timpani and sleigh bells with a long-term 
relationship lament. "Sometimes I think of 
leaving, but it's something I'll never do, " (and 
here the happy-clappy organ drops away and 
it'sjust Ben's thin, gentle voice)- "because you 
can do better than me, but I can 't do better than 
you." Ouch. 

And just as you're taking that in, up starts 
'Grapevine Fires', in which gentle, minor-key 
piano chords frame a narrative in which a 
couple hear news reports of brush fires, so they 
go to a cemetery with wine and paper cups and 
pick the woman's daughter up from school and 
sit in the cemetery watching it all burn away. The 
daughter dances against the flames, the firemen 
work double shifts and pray for rain, and the man 
knows there's nowhere he'd rather be than 
watching this destruction. 

It's beautiful and, in its mixture of nostalgia 
for the passing present and acknowledgement 
of death in life all sung out against shiveringly 
sweet arrangements, it's classic, classic Death 
Cab. Pointless sequins be damned, there's still 
nobody else out there who can do this mixture 
of indie-rock blues and lyrical, trembling beauty 
with this much grace. 



Million Dan 



Spektrum (Million Dappa) 

Some say this is the best music for clubs 
ever; they tell tales of spontaneous sober 
dancing, hundreds intoxicated soley by 
ex-Demon Boys MC Million Dan's joyously 
hypnotic hip-hop reggae groove. Personally 
I reckon it'sjust as good for doing the dishes. 
In the company of such exuberance, 
a/7yf/7//7^'sfun. 

Sober moments function as just pauses 
in a programme characterised by the hits: 
'Dogs 'N' Sledgez', 'Pull Up', 'Mic Check', 
'Spektrum Ride'. If Million Dan were in the 
TopTen, fewer housekeepers and cleaning 
staffwould be on Prozac. 
Ringo P Stacey 



Motorpsycho 



Little Lucid Moments (Rune 
Grammofon) 

The question of how much I like this CD 
depends largely on how much of the hard- 
rock fan that once was lurks, rotting, inside 
me still. To him, this album -the veteran 
band'sfirstforRuneGrammofon-wouldbe 
a real guilty pleasure: Little Lucid Moments\s 
shamelessly retro, an interpretive Xerox that 
basically sounds like the past, only better. The 
momentum is seemingly unstoppable, the 
frequency of dynamic shifts verges on the 
prog, and the meagre lyrical content is a 
transparent excuse for hypercharged guitar/ 
bass/drums shoot-outs of a length and 
vigorous complexity that would do 'Siberian 



Khatru'-era Yes proud. Turn the volume up on 
'She Left On The Sun Ship', or the Sonic 
Youth-appropriating 'The Alchemyst', and 
just see if your fist doesn't start pumping. 
If my kind of rock record -vile things that 
they are - existed, this would be it. 
Daniel Barrow 



Mudhoney 



The Lucky Ones (Sub Pop) 

Now the smoke has cleared, with the 
myths all put to bed, we can peer at the 
wreckage of grunge and figure out just 
what happened back there. Nirvana crashed 
and burned spectacularly, but perhaps it 
is Mudhoney who are leaving behind the 
best catalogue. 



Their initial albums were pure raucous 
garage, while their recent material stretches 
from really cool psychedelic noise, to more 
garage rock superfuzz freak outs, never 
losing the punk rock focus that fired them in 
thefirstplace.The new album keeps this 
relentless rush of ideas going; it was proudly 
recorded in three-and-a-half days, making a 
mockery of the months modern bands spend 
trying to make a record as natural, raw and 
instinctive as this.Written from the rhythm 
up instead off the riff down, these songs 
make for pure primal and prove Mudhoney 
are still masters of a much abused form, a 
band whose inventiveness in such a simple 
style is the key to their longevity. 
John Robb 
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Sic Alps I 

U.S.EZ(Siltbreeze) || 

"I would have chosen their [ 

last release, Description Of 

The Harbour, on Awesome ' 

Vistas, but it has sadly sold 

out. This just goes to show 
that they are the undeniable jam, and smoke 
through records at warp speed... moving units 
and blowing minds... Anyway, these guys are based out of San 
Francisco, are a two piece and rule the night. I have gone to just about 
every live show of theirs locally and have screamed myself hoarse on 
two separate occasions. The new record immediately slayed me and 
made me bummed that it wasn't my own, as I am a jealous prick. For a 
two-piece (drums and guitar) you would never guess they weren't a 
whole family who were brought up on weed smoke and hazy killer lo- 
fi recordings. They are otherworldly. If you have doubts, Youtube 
them and check their home-made videos - beautiful. Such tracks as 
'Jelly Roll Gumdrop', 'Sing Song Waitress' and 'Everywhere There' 
made me realise I had to try harder to get stuck in the mind, not in the 
mud. Michael Donovan and Matt Hartman Fonteroy IV compose the 
members. I have also heard they are skilled in the art of lovemaking." 
(John Dwyer) 



My Brightest Diamond 



AThousand Shark's Teeth 
(Asthmatic Kitty) 

So you know Fantasia! Frighteningly tedious 
film, except- and I think this can be said 
about lots of things - that bit where Satan 
conjures a massive horde of ghosts. There's 
a pretty famous score to it, but in my head 
that's been replaced with A Thousand 
Shark's Teeth, the second album from 
delightfully cerebral neo-classicist Shara 
Worden. I liked her debut, but it was patently 
overthought, which didn't bode amazingly 
for a successor six years in the making and 
originally intended as some sort of string 
quartet concept odyssey.Actually this is wild, 
gutsy stuff, elemental and ultra-stark. But 
what colours there are bloom luminously: 
opener 'Inside A Boy' isWorden as the 
cartoon devil summoning the dead, a spooky 
orchestral torrent blasting through her as she 
forces the record into unlife.That done, /1 7"57" 
flickers into a twinkling, pretty nocturne, soft 
strings hovering pale around a voice that's 
entrancing and seductive. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



My Morning Jacket 



Evil Urges (Rough Trade) 

My Morning Jacket's fifth full-length 
shouldn't work. It's a sprawling melange of 
sounds and textures that so often sound 
absurdly incompatible.The Prince-meets- 
Zappa cartoon funk of 'Highly Suspicious' 
sits awkwardly next to the bluesy Southern- 
rock holler of 'I'm Amazed'. Candy-coated 
rockabilly ('Two Halves') is directly followed 
by dark, sexy balladry that's a dead ringer for 
early Cohen ('Librarian'). It's the kind of 
loose, era-straddling work that has felled 
many a courageous guitar hero, but, 
somehow, James and company have pulled 
it off. The wild variety of Evil Urges \s\usl 
jarring enough to be giddily exciting. It's 
an aural history of modern American music, 
taught while riding the world's biggest roller 
coaster. This might not end up being the 
definitive MMJ record; predecessor Zmight 
claim that crown. It is, however, is the sound 
of a great band doing exacf/y what they 
want. It's a rare, powerful sound, and it's 
worth treasuring. 
Chris Lo 



The New Blockaders and Das 
Synthetische Mischgewebe 



The Monosyllabic Bicycles Tri-Coloured 
Quadruples (Equation) 

If you're looking for noise, this is the real shit. 
Feeling far removed from today's disaffected 
poster boys, The New Blockaders have spent 
nearly thirty years taking their principles from 
the "anti-art, anti-everything" manifesto of 
the Futurist movement, carving new 
languages out of sound for an impossible 
present. Here, the raw materials for their 
incursions are supplied, or rather "set in 
motion", by Das Synthetische 
Mischgewebe's Guido Huebner and this vinyl 
package contains both a seven-inch disc 
with his original sound collages and a 
twelve-inch of reformings and regurgitatings 
of this material by The New Blockaders. Best 
listened to as a complete concrete piece, it 
graduallycoilsoveryou, an unknown 
language slowly translating itself bit by bit 
within your ears. It's like the aesthetic of 
"pure" cinema within music, hearing the 
images spool through the viewfinder, 
reversing, forward, finding different ways to 
speak to you. 
Euan Andrews 



New Bloods 



The Secret Life (kill rock stars) 

The influence of Gossip makes itself felt: 
scratchy, shout-y, passionate female punk 
with a dance beat from Portland, Oregon 
(that city again ! ) that furiously wields a violin 
instead of a guitar and harmonises off-mic 
like it was 1 980. 'Eyes' gouges restlessness 
from slumber; 'The Cycle Song' clatters and 
bleeds poignancy. Just great. Man, this 
makes me nostalgic for the days of The 
Raincoats, third on the bill at Deptford 
Albany Empire, but the ladies have their own 
identity and distinct charm, and fuck I'd like 
to catch this live.Think of 'em as Portland's 
equivalent to London's Wet Dog and you're 
nowhere near. Just fucking awesome. I am 
so in love with this band. 
Everett True 



The Night Marchers 



See You In Magic (Swam i/Vag rant) 

What is this madness! ?, we cried, when John 
'Speedo' Reis broke up both Rocket From The 



Crypt and Hot Snakes in 2005. Rocket had 
seemed recently revitalised with two superb 
LPs, whilst Hot Snakes were arguably the 
best hard-as-dirty-nails punk rock band of 
their (painfully short-lived) time. While he 
blatantly couldn't care less, we fans needed 
Speedo to return with something storming 
and groundbreaking to help us make sense 
of it. See You In Ma^/c initially disappoints, 
the RFTC bluster and the Hot Snakes 
viciousness AWOL, but once you stop 
reaching for those trusted facets, you can 
begin to forgive the man his fancies. Trashy 
and soulful, and even a wee bit funky, this 
may be the best party record Speedo has yet 
managed. The riffs, as usual, are mighty, but 
he's never sounded this relaxed and playful. 
The Corpo 

in the studio: the night 
marchers 

I listened to: " I became obsessed with 
this album Heavy Equipmentby a Seventies 
New England heavy rock band called Euclid; 
I loved the way the drums sounded, and how 
much crunch it had." 
I watched: "Lots of baseball. Being 
from San Diego, I'm a big fan of the Padres. 
I also play Fantasy Baseball League. My star 
player is Jimmy Rollins, a shortstop from 
Philadelphia. He's been injured all year 
though. My team is zero for five, so I'm going 
to stick with the rock'n'roll a little longer, 
asthis baseball management thing doesn't 
seem to be panning out." 
I ate: "We were doing a lot of barbecuing in 
the back yard, where my studio's located. 
Two of the guys in the band are Greek, so 
there were plenty of Greek barbecue dishes." 
(John Reis) 



The Notwist 



The Devil, You + Me (City Slang) 

Few things in life are as comforting as the 
doleful vocals of Markus Acher. My entire 
family could be wiped out in a car crash, yet if 
he was to tell me I'd just go "Aww". From the 
proto-metal rumblings of the first Notwist 
record, to the electro-pop overhaul of the 
astonishing Neon Golden, his warm blankety 
tones have allowed the band to radically 
shapeshift over the years without causing 
too much discomfort.The shock with this 
new record, then, is that there is little shock 
value. For the first time it seems that Acher 
and Co are offering up a wee bit more of the 
same, and The Devil, You + Me continues 
with the electronica-infused cuts so well 
mastered last time out. If the initial 
impression is a dearth of ideas, repeated 
listens reveal it a very wonderful record; they 
just aren't done with what they unearthed 
last time. 
The Corpo 



Fits And Starts (I Can Count) 

On paper this bold new century's guitar 
bands should fill me with absolute joy- 
dropping reference points like Wire, 
Beefheart and Gang Of Four, surely the 
stages and radiowaves should be awash 
with bands as genuinely forward thinking as 
their heroes? But I'm nearly always crushed 
with disappointment. Fracas are far from 
the worst examples - there are some pretty 
smart tunes on here - but for the most part 
all their fancy, jerky time signatures and mass 
tracked vocals do little to set themselves 
apart from the rest of the herd. Thing is, a 



couple of tracks - like the piano led 'You Can 
HearThe World From Menwith Hill', and the 
acoustic pop of'1 6 Beats' -are stunning, 
and indicate future greatness. Worth keeping 
an eye on. 
The Corpo 



The Oh Sees 



The Master's Bedroom Is Worth ^^ 
SpendingA Night In (Tomlab) "^ 

When Marconi invented the radio, he wanted 
to capture the sounds of the dead. The Oh 
Sees' creepy assault on the golden era of 
American radio days, when suburbia was 
pretty, the dollar was still mighty and sex had 
just been invented by Elvis, seems to hark 
back to these forgotten origins. Plunging 
their broken guitars somewhere beyond the 
ether, with the aid of some fabulous sound 
effects and clever editing, they swap sweet 
nostalgia for a sense of metaphysical 
Lynchian dread. Do not be misled by the 
veneer of cuteness usually associated with 
such reworkings of Fifties rock'n'roH'n'lotsa' 
reverb, this is as subversive as John Dwyer's 
previous, noisier projects: the Oh Sees are 
beating Charlie Brown to an orange-brown 
pulp inside Snoopy 's doghouse, replacing the 
gasoline-guzzling promise of the open road 
with sinister harmonies and radio crackles 
from beyond. 
PilAndGaliaKollectiv 



The Presets 



Apocalypso (Modular) 

Is it embarrassing to like The Presets these 
days, in the same way some people (and by 
'some people' I mean 'the easily cowed') 
have developed a coyness about years spent 
loving The Faint? The Presets' effusive synths, 
so obviously geared towards the sex organs: 
have they always been f/j/scamp? Did you 
cringe at the lyrics to 'Are You The One?' quite 
as much as you're curling your toes for 
'Yippiyo-ay's, er, poetic prowess ( "Girl from 
the creature feature, tastin'lil<e a peach- 
tchaal ")? W Apocalypso really /s a vision of 
the future, then it's one too closely aligned 
with Eighties' porn for comfort: but then, 
they (ahem) whip out 'This Boy's In Love', all 
sugar-rushy, re-escalating eunuch vox. 
Metalli-chrome chords make like the sunlight 
flashing through slats in the fence - shooting 
that red/black, red/black caste across the 
backs of your eyelids - but you just glide 
past, trying to get over last night's disco. 
Lauren Strain 



Dan Le Sac Vs Scroobius Pip 



Angles (Sunday Best) ^^_ 

Pip ain't MC Solaar, sir, with that Essex 
accentstumbling all overthose hip-hop 
cliches, and despite or because of all that 
earnest sermonising, those cliches come 
across all wide-eyed and deliciously gauche. 
Oh, but this is very serious stuff, because the 
back of the bus just made it to the front of 
the stage, even if only for being the chosen 
prophets of middle-comfortable bored yoof 
Britain, and the geeks mean to inherit the 
earth. But Scroobius Pip don't want your 
lunch-box - he wants you to pay attention to 
the state of fings. Pip is a boy with a 'tache 
and a gaffer-tape stud belt, and Dan le Sac is 
a chubby bloke with a laptop on a stack of 
beer crates. It's so unblingin' it's beautiful; it's 
keepin' it real. Ultimately it's all pretty cute in 
a mildly impassioned, English sort of way. 
Just a band? Maybe, and maybe not. 
Jesse Darlin' 
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Skyphone 



Avellaneda (Rune Grammofon) 

I listened to this while cycling through the 
town gardens yesterday, and it was difficult 
to tell where the music began and the 
woods' habitual rustlings ended. Skyphone 
make electronica even more bucolic than one 
would expect from Rune Grammofon: soft, 
almost organic glitch mixes with acoustic 
guitar, analogue keyboards, tuned 
percussion, field recordings of birds and 
crickets; electronic processes mimic the 
natural (synthesis, erosion, onward flow). 
On'AlllsWood', lapping, rhythmic waves of 
static hiss meet koto, guitar, toy organ, 
harmonica and soft trumpet mumbles, and 
the result still sounds airy, sky-borne. 'One 
Step CloserToThe Ground', meanwhile, is 
an autumn glade in mid-spring thaw, wet 
earth steaming through deep leaf-litter - 
tiny supporting rhythms and textures appear 
and disappear around the main digital ebb- 
and-flow. It may sound cloying to some, but 
it's the warmest, fuzziest album I've heard 
this year. 
Daniel Barrow 



Sonic Youth 



J'AccuseTed Hughes (SYR) 



Thurston Moore 



Sensitive/Lethal (No Fun) 

For Sonic Youth's performance at the 
inauguralAIITomorrow's Parties festival in 
April 2000, our heroes jetted in to play what 
they'd been informed was an underground 
music festival rejoicing in all manner of sonic 
frontierism.The gathered punters were, in 
fact, craving hits like '1 00%', but were 
instead assaulted with this epic riot of noise, 
drone and Kim Gordon eerily incanting the 
imagined inner monologue of a doomed 
poetess. The sleeve excerpts a virulent 
Melody Makerm\ev\i of the show, a 
headline blasting "Goodbye 20th Century, 
GoodbyeTalent". But heard now- building 
from booming chords that toll like bells, to 
the Technicolor roars and rasps of Thurston 
and Lee's amps, belching sounds that 
electrify and accelerate the mind -these 
twenty or so minutes of music capture the 
Youth at their fearless best. Similarly 
rewarding for adventurous listeners, a good 
fifty minutes of avant-Thurston; avoiding 
verses or choruses, the temptation is to call 
such blissful drone 'abstract', but the ebb 
and flow of treated acoustic haze and 
fluorescent feedback and errant squall 
contained herein is expertly sculpted, true art 
from chaos. 
Stevie Chick 



Spiritualized 



Songs In A&E (Sanctuary) 



J Spaceman & Sun City Girls 



Mister Lonely- Music From A Film By 
Harmony Korine (Drag City) 

When Spiritualized are at their lighter- 
waving best, they can be the biggest 
sounding band imaginable.The choirs and 
orchestrations may have been toned down 
a little, and Jason Spaceman's voice has 
become huskier, but even when based 
around an acoustic guitar, things never stay 
quiet for long. Harmonic interludes soothe, 
before sweeping up to the angelic environs 
of straightforward beauty. The trademark 
highs and lows propel the transcendent 
fuzzwah overdrive into reaches where Jason 
brilliantly fills what could be the most cliched 
lyrics with honest depth and resonance. 



Mr Spaceman's contribution alongside 
Sun City Girls to the soundtrack to Harmony 
Korine's film about celebrity impersonators 
actually has less of an epic cinematic feel 
than Songs In A&E. Both put in a series of 
mood pieces which mesh well as they drift 
together, helped along by occasional 
excerpts from the dialogue track which give 
more of a flavour of the movie than the 
instrumentals alone. Some are pretty, others 
evocative and, probably like the film itself, 
more than a little peculiar. It's also fun being 
wrong sometimes about guessing who's 
performing any given track too. 
Richard Fontenoy 



SuishouNoFune 



Prayer For Chibi (Holy Mountain) 

Simplicity can be a beautiful thing, especially 
when it's designed to completely trip you 
out.Tokyo's Suishou No Fune make stripped- 
down yet overwhelmingly psychedelic music 
using just two guitars and two voices. It's a 
pretty basic template: Kageo lays down a 
meandering track on a fuzzed-up or reverb- 
drenched guitar; Pirako Kurenai solos 
languidly all over it; and one or both wail ad- 
libbed snatches of broken acid poetry in 
Japanese. But, man, the places they go with 
it. Each song unravels at a heart-stoppingly 
slow pace, elongated, stretched into endless 
vistas where time doesn't figure: a dreamy, 
drenched landscape of murky clouds, with 
stranded voices calling out for guidance, 
forlorn on a molten hilltop. It's music to lie 
very still to and let your mind do the moving. 
With two CDs containing two hours of 
perfectly graceful psych guitar balladry, this 
could be the greatest come-down album 
ever made. Seriously. 
Daniel Spicer 



LetYourXsBeYs (Soul Jazz) 

The off-kilter, mutated funk, electro and 
sound manipulation that comprises this 
inventive and gravely album is an absolute 
treat, sounding, at times, like Ladytron falling 
into a swimming pool -still plugged in. 
Elsewhere the London/Brazilian hybrid are in 
relatively laid-back mode - 'Let The X Be X', 
for example, a resigned near-balled that 
contrasts with the building, insistent 
electroscapes of 'Melo Do Carrao' and the 
frankly terrifyingly obsessive 'You're The 
One'. What's notable about the album as a 
whole is its ability to deliver deep emotion 
and atmosphere whilst retaining a skewiff 
distance from both; the CSS remix of 'I GoTo 
The Doctor' is ace and proves that flitting 
round pop's frayed edges is always the most 
fun.TheYshaveit. 
Joe Shooman 

in the studio: tetine 

" I was listening to a lot of Leonard Cohen, 
mainly songs from I'm Your Man. I'm very 
impressed with every single sentence in that 
record - it's all too visionary, and highly 
poetic, and every song is better than the 
previous one. Bruno [Verner] was more into 
Arthur Russell, Kid Creole and a lot of the 
post punk and dance stuff. We watched a lot 
of classic stuff from Bette Davis and Joan 
Crav\iford- All About Eve, Of Human 
Bondage, Mildred Pierce- and also John 
Cassavettes' Opening Night, Mike Leigh's 
Abigail's Party.A lot of Hitchcock too. . .as 
for food, we normally eat at home. Most of 
our record was recorded at home, so while 




Torche 

Meanderthal (Hydra Head Records) 




Sadly, nodictionarydefinitionof the word "meanderthal" 
is available. Were it so, I imagine it would define some 
primitive knuckle-dragging creature stumbling aimlessly in 
ever decreasing circles and is, as such, a fairly apt 
description for the sound of your average "stoner rock" band. And on the 
final, title track of Torche's second full-length album that is precisely what you 
get. A lumbering metal behemoth, a grinding war march, a primal two-note ■ 
riff and drums which sound like the earth exploding under your feet. It is, 
frankly, fucking heavy. It's also pretty much on its own here, preceded by a set 
of full-blast, short, sharp pop metalness which cracks along at a hell of a pace 
with hardly a hint of doom, menace or primal sludge-sounding almost like 
up-and-coming commercial young whippersnappers playing with the 
ferocious intensity of Melvins. Tracks like 'Speed Of The Nail' and 'Healer' are 
two minutes of staring into a furious oncoming storm while traveling at the 
speed of sound. 'Triumph of Venus' and 'Little Champions' find Torche well- 
versed in the art of speedy riffology, and there is scarcely a pause for breath 
before the final epic blow-out of 'Amnesian' and that title track. If you're 
needing to dispel some lingering weariness and jaundiced worldview, 
Meanderthal is your pill and tonic. It'll get you out of bed on an early summer | 
morning; it'll give you hope and energy. Hope and energy! 
Euan Andrews 



waiting for the rice and beans to be cooked, 
we'd record a bass line or put some vocals on 
a track or program the drum machine. It's all 
very domestic." 
(Eliete Mejorado) 



Alexander Tucker 



Portal (ATP) 

The number of freeform acoustic/electric 
psych guitar freaks seems to grow with time. 
Alexander Tucker's latest effort. Portal, ranks 
among his best in this vein - if he has not 
fully reached the awe-inspiring heights of 
partial role model Flying Saucer Attack, the 
combination of his light, tripped-out singing 
of straightforward melodies and overlay of 
drones and textures is still very strong. From 
the stately opener 'Poltergeists Grazing' to 
the closing 'Here', soft vibes matching the 
acoustic work before the vocal chants and 
crumbling feedback settle in. His swooning 
disorientation on songs like 'Omnibaron' and 
'Another World' is that of a careful, formal 
performer- he sounds lost in a haze but not 
driven to an edge, and his guitar work hints 
at everything from Led Zeppelin's most 
stately to My BloodyValentine's most cryptic, 
which is no bad place to be. 
Ned Raggett 



Mariachi:The Sound Of Hysteria And 
Heartache (Trikont) 

The word 'mariachi' comes from visiting 
French troops, who, in support of the 
Austrian archduke Ferdinand Maximilian in 
1 864, mistook the wandering Mexican 
minstrel bands of guitar, harp and bass guitar 
(plus an instrument recently imported from 
Europe: the trumpet) for wedding bands, and 
called them 'marriage ensembles', shortened 
forthwith. Or perhaps it was derived from a 
type of wood, a dance-floor; or a woman 
called Maria H who was suited by musicians. 
Whatever its origins, this compilation shows 
how this supremely passionate (some might 
say histrionic) music can breathe and move 
on - away from the clammy, restrictive touch 
ofthetraditionalists-and be absorbed and 
absorb the outside world. Hence feted 
operatic singer Yolanda Del Rio nestles next 
to genial folk singer, Kevin Ayers (the 
appropriately named 'Fake Mexican Blues'), 
Linda Ronstadt (!), a few mariachi rappers, 
Calexico (of course), heavy metal from Chile 



and a fair few Mexico City sorts, too. No 
Breeders sadly: but not a bad primer at all, as 
long as you don't want to remain too purist 
about it all. 
Everett True 



M.A.N. D.Y.: Fabric 38 (Fabric) 

What I love most about M.A.N.D.Y. is the 
weightless glide of their mixes, the way they 
flow, using the tiniest cogs to calibrate the 
machine, hooks hooking and pistons 
pumping into place. Fabric 38 has received 
relatively short shrift in certain quarters, 
which has me baffled, as this is surely 
M.A.N. D.Y.'s most persuasive set, stronger 
than their own productions. Staffing the 
decks like otherworld logicians, M.A.N.D.Y. 
work in jet streams and crab-like 
manoeuvres: they slide between moods so 
effectively you barely remember where you 
started, caught up in their never-ending now. 
Hard to pick highlights among such strong 
company, but the leapfrog from the gaseous 
drift of Quarion's 'Karasu (Crowdpleaser 
Remix)' to the arpeggio heart of darkness 
implicit in Gui Boratto's 'Tipologia (Lucy 
Remix)' is particularly lovely. 
Jon Dale 



Mary Anne Hobbs Presents 
Evangeline (Planet Mu) 

Radio 1 veteran Mary Anne Hobbs has long 
been forward-thinking dance music's most 
prominent public voice, exposing its 
variegated and ever-gestating forms to a 
dedicated late night congregation. Dubstep 
has been her most recent cause, and two 
thirds of this latest bespoke collection are 
heavily informed by its ponderous depths. 
Ranging from the tumbling polyrhythms of 
Shackleton and the burning dread of Cult Of 
The 1 3th Hour to the low-end buffoonery of 
Unitz, Hobbs' snapshot of the genre is 
inclusive without losing focus. The rest of 
£i/aA?^e//A?e is equally strong; Wiley's 'Local 
Lad' explodes with the roughshod energy 
that made grime such an attractive 
proposition in the first place, Ben Frost's 
'A Theory Of Machines' is a fuzzed-up 
symphony for the cybernetic future. An 
essential document of a scene in its richest 
vein of form for years. 
Ben Mechen 
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/ 2562 

Aerial (Tectonic) 

L Eschewing the 

# meatheaded bass 

^^■j drops of much 
-^^^^ dubstep,/le/'/a/, 
the debutfrom 2562, instead seeks to 
wire the genre's preponderance for low- 
end weight into the cold nnachinery of 
Berlin techno. Indeed, the ambient wash 
of Basic Channel persists throughout, 
with soporifically delayed chords 
floating well into the long-distance. 
An album to cleanse the pores. 
(BM) 

Animal Alpha 

You Pay For The 
Whole Seat, But You 
Only Need The Edge 
(Racing Junior) 

Oslo-basedAnimal 
Alpha play gonzo-metal of a high-impact 
sheen, but it's their lunatic oddness that'll 
have you hooked, coming on like Faith 
No More fronted by a peroxide-cropped 
frontwoman who clearly wanted to be 
Freddie Mercury when she grew up. 
As the title suggests, an off-kilter 
wit dominates, and subtlety clearly, 
and brilliantly, is not part of 
theplan.(SC) 

Jacaszek 

Treny(Miasmah) 

Gorecki, Preisner, 
Penderecki,andnow 
Michal Jacaszek- it 
seems as if Poland 
has birthed a/?of/7e/' maestro of misery, 
another sublime supremo of the sorrowful 
string arrangement. Treny's neo-classical 
compositions may ooze the starkest kind 
of slow moving gloom, with only 'Rytm 
To Niesmiertelnosc H' offering a shard 
of penetrative luminosity, but they are, 
nonetheless, utterly and defiantly 
beguiling. (SG) 

j .^^ KES Band 
Mff-\ KES Band 
J'VP' r . (Mistletone) 

The 'I'm a little 
bemused by the indie 
scene (esp cute girls)' 
follow-up to the watershed-shred of last 
year's 'Grey Goose Wing'. Putting the band 
in the title seems almost ironic, as Karl 
(initials KES) gets confessional and 
dogmatic, exposing himself greatly. 
It's like Raymond Carver without 
Gordon Lish. He needs an editor. 
Andldon'tjustmeanthe 
one about the elf. (SM) 

The Lodger 

Life Is Sweet (Bad 
Sneakers) 

The influence of Belle 
And Sebastian is all 
oveUife Is Sweet. 
On every single track. Even on the cover 
art. Not a bad influence, of course, but it's 
a tough one to live up to. So while songs 
like 'My Finest Hour', 'The Conversation' 
and 'Nothing (Left To Say)' zip along 
with warm melodies and a jangly 
immediacy, you can't help but feel it's been 
done before, and better. By Belle And 
Sebastian. (CL) 






WKKSm T "^^shuggah 

^ ■ aj^ Obzen (Nuclear 

If Blast) 

Jp Several albums old at 
^^^ this stage, Meshuggah 
* J™^ still astound. Oi?ze/7 is 
a staggering example of how metal can be 
manipulated and torn apart, and still sound 
genuinely terrifying.The guitars are lethal 
and time signatures, as ever, insane. (TC) 

Mr Drastick 

The Gladiators 
Anthem (MDM 
Music) 

Fearless and rugged, 
like a British 'Pac who 
ain'tmadatya unless yr talking shit on him, 
dispensing love and justice to the denizens 
of our sprawl with a sure tongue and a 
quick temper. Fake MCs, mother-in-laws 
and other ne'er do wells should think twice 
before stepping, Drastick will disembowel 
all challengers with his nimble verbal 
jousting. (RS) 

One Little Plane 

Until (Text) 

With her lilting 
acoustic melodies, 
meditative vocals and 
fascination with 
flora and fauna, it would be easy to 
dismiss One Little Plane (a.k.a Kathryn Bint) 
as another slavish Joni acolyte. But cynicism 
tends to wash away when confronted 
with songs that make you feel like 
you're watching the sun rise. When an 
album's this easy to love, why try to resist? 
(CD 

Semifinalists 

2 (Bella Union) 
■^ "* I Semifinalists are a kind 
of super camp Postal 
Service sounding 
band, but only for bits, 
because they go all mental sometimes and 
genre-hop: gay disco to soft rock and back. 
On those occasions, they're great. But the 
moments are too few and far between. 
(TH) 

Svartbag 

Svartbag (Rump) 

Reminiscent of 
variations on Eno and 
Fripp's'Anlndexof 
Metals', the debut 
from Denmark's Svartbag sounds like the 
textile and molecular structure of several 
different forms of alloy fed into a computer 
and then re-processed into an audio 
context. Cold, steely, liquid music, good for 
staring into pools of oil to see patterns 
form. (E A) 

The Subways 

All Or Nothing 
(Warner Bros) Grrr. 

Riffage. Seriously. 
Games Workshop 
metal Biarritz 
swamps fey vocals ('Girls and Boys). Yes, 
All Or Nothing \s the new shit, a concoction 
of grunting, echoey Nineties production, 
and clean FM radio pop with added edge. 
As reinventions go it's strange, but a far 
more inviting prospect than the schmindie 
sound of 'Oh Yeah'. (NB) 









Piirw»^^ Swift It Major 

^'rh' ^'* ■■ A Park Bench Drama 
(Fas Fwd Ent) 

He calls it a 'drama' 
but truly either 'opera' 
or 'rapera' would 
suit better, north-west London MC Swift It 
Major staking his claim to be ranked with 
the great pantheon of watchers from Cube 
through Guru and Nas.At best it works with 
observations vicarious and cutting, stories 
of a leaden reality made gold through his 
alchemic tongue. All observed cool, like 
LouisTheroux with serious rap capabilities. 
(RS) 

The Ting Tings 

We Started Nothing 
(Columbia) 

So, 'That's Not My 
Name' is the bitch-pop 
single of the year thus 
far. Cocky teenage girl raising a big fuck- 
you finger at anyone she pleases. The rest 
of We Started Nothing, though, is similar, 
but inferior, and so 'meh' it winds up 
irritating. (TH) 

Triple Darkness 

The Heresy 
;^^' Presents Anathema 
(Higher Heights) 

Terminal heaviosity 
ofthe most cosmic 
kind,Triple Darkness aim for the hallowed 
heights of Killah Priest's mind-boggling 
classic 'Heavy Mental', inner-city verbal 
crack. And, sure, they don't quite pull it 
off but what they've cooked here is still 
pretty special. The album Klashnekoff 
would make if he didn't want to be 
Tupac. (RS) 

Various 

Sub Club -20 Years 

Underground 

(Soma) 

Two mixes from 20 
years of brainy techno 
clubbers hiding in subterranean Glasgow 
reveal curious scenes. Subculture's ambient 
compositions paint a backdrop for froufrou 
cocktails and sexual tension, while Optimo 
pops the electro/rock-flavoured robotic 
boogie, reviving Sixties mod mamas and 
seventies funk papas, as Bowie's spirit and 
Warhol's ghost knock back an electric 
banana martini. (SD) 

Vetiver 

Thing Of The Past 
(FatCat) 

Cable and CO. attheir 
most trad on this set 
of covers (these ears 
being familiar with roughly, erm, one ofthe 
originals; Hawkwind's 'Hurry On Sundown', 
natch) and it's a customarily beautiful work 
in which all of these folk/country/rock gems 
glow as though their very own. Second- 
wind heroes Vashti Bunyan and Michael 
Hurley guest. (JP) 

Brief notes by: Euan Andrews, 
Natalie Boxall, Stevie Chick, The 
Corpo, Solange Deschatres, 
Spencer Grady, Tom Howard, 
Chris Lo, Ben Mechen, Shane 
Moritz, James Papademetrie, 
Ringo P Stacey 





AnalogAmerica:A Four Course Meal 
Of Found Sound (Hollow Earth Radio) 

Seattle-based founders of web station 
Hollow Earth Radio Amber Kai Morgan and 
Garrett Kelly collect tapes. This exquisitely 
odd audio-document was compiled from 
years of tapes bought at yard sales and thrift 
stores, and includes answerphone messages, 
exchanges accidentally recorded, tape letters 
and, in one harrowing instance, a recording 
of a church disciplinary meeting. Its appeal 
comes not only from the flat, comic oddness 
that pervades it (many of these voices sound 
as if sampled from Raymond Carver stories) 
butthat many ofthe sonic features of these 
recordings (tape hiss, crackle, mic distortion) 
and their creators (the dopey speech patterns 
and flat, dull regional accents) are fading 
swiftly away, at least from the public 
consciousness. The world captured on these 
tapes sounds as quaint, distant and spectral 
as that of The Anthology Of American Folk 
Music, the rustling ofthe ashbin of history. 
Daniel Barrow 



Steppas' Delight: Dubstep Present 
To Future (Soul Jazz) , 

This compilation's strength lies in 
showcasing how far dubstep's come these 
past coupla years. Stars include pioneers 
Benga (with the wobbly computer-game 
menace of 'Evolution'), Kode9 (with his 
slowed-down and doomy 'Samurai') and 
Plastician (and the grime-addled aggression 
of'Intensive Snare'). Cower under the 
awesomely futuristic, devil's dance floor 
pomp of Bi-Polar Man's mix of Seventeen 
Evergreen's 'Ensoniq', which is best enjoyed 
if the listener is wearing futuristic shades and 
foil vests. Then lick newer cuts like Goth 
Trad's clunky, industrial 'Genesis', the ever- 
so-slick, fast and handsome 'Dam 4' by Silkie, 
and the evil living, feeding and waiting to act 
of Peverelist's 'Roll With The Punches'. 

Dubstep is like a can o' lager shaken and 
ready to blow. It's buzzing, expanding, 
developing and morphing. These artists in 
particular have creativity and mischief in 
their twiddle-fingers , producing such 
perception bending results. 
Tom Howard 



The War On Drugs 



Wagonwheel Blues (Secretly Canadian) 

Yeah, running out ofWagon Wheels is 
annoying, especially around afternoon 
teatime. It's easy to poke fun at the first 
feature-length missive from this curiously- 
titled lotfrom Philadelphia (if they end up 
playing arenas, will their name light up in 
flames onstage behind them?That'll freak 
the audience out.). On the surface, it's so 
steeped in humourless FM Americana, from 
Adam Granduciel's mid-Seventies 
Dylanesque vocal stylings to lyrics about 
"driving from Mexico up to California ". 
Yet while the songs feel like they should 
be sent to the Tom Petty outtakes dumpster, 
the heavily-embellished arrangements of 
celestial guitar barrage point to some twinkly 
cosmic West Coast soft rock, a fourth world 
USA state which exists in the minds of 
everyone who's seen it represented in films, 
music and art. A place that feels good, an 
oasis in dark, dark times. If an instrumental 
version of this album appears, I'll be first in 
line to declare my love for it. 
Euan Andrews 
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retro aestheticism 

Words: Dickon Edwards 
Illustration: John Cei Douglas 

Plotting a course beyond nostalgia, in an Aural Tardis 

Orson Welles: Your Obedient Servant (el) 

Ravi Shankar and AM Akbar Khan: More Flowers Of India (el) 

Paper Bubble: Scenery (RPM) 

Linda Hopkins: Rock And Roll Blues -The Early Years Of 'The Kid' (Shout!) 

Music maps you twice. First it maps the heart, 
showingyou where you stand, whether you 
connect, or spurn, or shrug. Much later it maps your 
age. It provides signposts in your memory, fixed 
points to look back upon. It also shows you which 
musical lands are more suited to your past, and 
which to your present. 

As youthful solipsism fades, the appeal of 
following the latest bands begins to wane. Or 
at least, it has done so with me. Trying to keep 
up can map an aging indie kid into unflattering 
environments: one thinks of 40-year-old single 
guys hanging around teenagers at an Arctic 
Monkeys gig. But a search for less alienating 
pastures may open up genres previously dismissed, 
such as jazz, classical or folk. And then there's the 
music before one's own time, when reissue CDs 
become havens of untapped discovery. Thank the 
gods, then, for Cherry Red Records. Like an aural 
Tardis, the busy schedule of their myriad offspring 
labels offers a Time Lord's wide-eyed exploration of 
new worlds. Moreover, they treat the listener as 
aesthete rather than trainspotter, plumping for 
tasteful jaunts of serendipity over anal retentiveness 
and completism. No nostalgia for a time before 
one's own: their approach is closer to a celebration 
of the old AS new. 

Before Citizen Kane, Orson Welles was a 
superstar of radio drama - a position that seems 
utterly unimaginable today. His 1 939 adaptation of 
War Of The IVor/c/s famously caused panic across 
the US, and made him - as was modestly 
announced during his own shows -the most 



famous producer, 
director and actor in 
America. But despite his 
burgeoning Hollywood 
career, the radio work 
still continued well into 
the Forties. 

el have collected 
three broadcasts from 
this period, and though 
the sound quality leaves 
something to be desired, the young show-off's 
charisma and suave passion really shines through. 
Stirring scores by Bernard Herrmann lend a 
cinematic edge, via a live 20-piece orchestra cued 
by Welles from his microphone. 'The Hitch-Hiker' is 
a utterly compelling-agripping tale of a long- 
distance driver going increasingly insane. Another 
cracklygem here is Saki'sdeliciously twisted classic. 

No nostalgia: this is 
a celebration of old 
AS new 

'Sredni Vashtar'. 

As Christopher Evans's sleeve notes to More 
Flowers Of India point out, the Fifties popularity 
in the West of centuries-old Asian classical 
music owed a lotto developments in modern 
jazz. The sitar had finally crossed over from 
baffling instrument of ethnological study to a 
new means of exploration in fields of harmony 
and composition. India helped rock music address 
the inner and outer universe, as opposed to 
just boy meets girl. Come the mid Sixties, of 
course, it's all George Harrison a-go-go, and raga 
heroes Ravi Shankar and AM Akbar Khan 
inadvertently inspired a lot of 'fusion' nonsense, all 
interminable solos and druggy tokenism, missing 
the point of Shankar's discipline and study. 'More 
Flowers Of India' help sets the record straight, 
presenting spellbinding Fifties recordings of both 
maestros, Shankar's trademark dreaminess 



contrasting with Khan's more frenetic, sky- 
hammering urgency. 

Next stop: somewhere deep in groovy Sixties 
pastoral England. Obscure hippy-popsters Paper 
Bubble sing about horse hooves in the sea (or 
something), while sound effects of crashing 
waves mingle with bubblegum orchestras, and 
Hollies-esque boy harmonies warble folkily on. 
"Rule Britannia/A soup spoon in your hand" 
they insist, and who am I to argue? The occasional 
Syd Barrett-esqe tune manages to offset the lyrical 
silliness, though, particularly 'Energy': a fast and 
fab Technicolor stomper. At one point Rick 
Wakeman turns up to play keyboards, and no one is 
in the least bit surprised. 

Finally, Shout! Records' Linda Hopkins 
compilation is a fascinating trip through the 
changing styles of black music in Fifties America. 
After touring in the forties with Mahalia Jackson's 
gospel choir Ms Hopkins moved into the secular 
world of 'blues shouting' -the startling power of 
her multi-octave voice favouring songs written for 
men rather than women. Critics of the time were 
apparently confused by her singing blues in a gospel 
style, and having a jazz band as her accompaniment 
(complete with noodling vibes player) didn't help. 

From a historical perspective, however, these 
pigeonhole nuances are moot: the album is really 
a lesson in the genre-busting roots of soul, paving 
the way for Aretha Franklin a few years later. By the 
middle of the Fifties the influence of rock and roll is 
creeping in, and Hopkins is working with iconic 
writer-producers Leiber And Stoller. Their Elvis- 
friendly stamp is evident on the rocking 'Get Off 
My Wagon', while the spine-chilling 'Three Time 
Loser' stops the listener in their tracks, being the 
ballad of a courtroom murderess contemplating 
her demise. 

Ms Hopkins is still recording and performing 
today, attheageof 83. Funny how, in blues, 
advancing age is a positive boon, while rock music 
remains the province of perceived youth. The age- 
mapping effect of music, whether unfair or eye- 
opening, will always lurk somewhere in the mix. 
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denim and leather 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Illustration: Ryan Peltier 

Iron Maiden 

Somewhere Back In Time: The Best Of- 1980-1989 

(EMI) 

Burzum 

Anthology (Candlelight) 

Two CDs no dyed-in-the-denim metal fan should 
be seen with, because you've got all the albums, 
right? Iron Maiden, though, have always been one 
of the more generous custodians of metal's elitist 
fire, ever eager to initiate some new recruits. This, 
a 1 5-track primer of hits and live tracks from 
Maiden's golden era, commences with Churchill's 
"We will fight them on the beaches. . . " speech, 
which could indicate some simmering Little 
Englanderxenophobia -yet Maiden, you feel, 
dig it for its sheer si/i/as/7jbac/c//ng appeal: pop-out 
heroism to click to your own mundane life like an 
Air-Fix kit. Maiden's music, accordingly, is curiously 
un-heavy. Sabbath's tolling doom drained of 
menace and set to a heady gallop that suggests 
rollicking scrapes and high adventure; if 'War Pigs' 
invoked the devil to fear him, 'The Number Of The 



Beast' summons up Dark Legionsfor what film 
censors would referto as 'scenes of mild peril'. But 
while Iron Maiden are fundamentally sentimental, 
curiously, they seldom resort to nostalgia. Take 
'Wasted Years', where Bruce Dickinson commands 
his misty-eyed young charges to give those 
bootstraps a good yank -those " golden years" , 
they're now. In giganto-mascot Eddie, too, there's 
a figure any teenage boy could identify with: uglier 
than acne, monstrous like a growth spurt, 
entranced by the possibilities of destruction. Truly, 
they spawned the best IT specialists you ever knew. 

In 1 982, the year Maiden's Number Of The 
^easttopped the UK album charts, Newcastle's 
Venom released Black Metal, NWOBHM boogie 
with pulp-Satanic lyrics that would strike a fuzzy 
chord with the teen metalheads of small-town 
Scandinavia. Former bass playerfor Old Funeral 
alongside future members of Immortal, Varg 
Vikernes would find notoriety as church-burner, 
murderer, and lone wolf behind Burzum. Burzum's 
back story is a tempting lure for anyone who 
routinely mistakes realness with extremity, 
although truthfully his philosophy-a cod-scientific 
conflation of Dungeons And Dragons rulebooks, 
Tolkein lore, Volkish nationalism and eugenics - is 



Burzum's back 
story is a 
tempting lure 
for anyone who 
routinely 
mistakes 
realness with 
extremity 



as practically meaningful as an Elvish-to-English 
dictionary. Vikernes' loner aesthetic, however, 
results in undeniably individual studio experiments. 
Guitars buzz through a mistof synths, bastard 
breed of the raw and the ambient. On 'Jesus' Tod', 
double kicks thunder in sustained panic, dragged 
out to eight minutes; Vikernes' vocal, meanwhile, 
sounds parched, the gasp of a man near to death. 
Later, Vikernes would denounce rock for its 
"Negroid influence", although his later, much 
maligned synth works, represented by 'Balferd 
Baldrs' and 'Ansuzgardaraiwo' (medieval court 
music, performed with po-faced seriousness, on a 
bontempi organ) are that way more by 
circumstance (that is, prison) than design. 

Even more so than Maiden, Burzum's music is 
fundamentally sentimental. Divorce yourself from 
its creator and it's not without a certain power: a 
last howl of despair, heavy with loss. Next to the 
positive geeks of Maiden, though, Vikernes can't 
help but come across a negative creep - lonely ore 
quietly polishing his persecution complex, fonder 
of the imaginary dead than the actual living. Like 
Tolkein's ring, his music holds a despicable allure. 
Like Tolkein's books, it's probably best to enjoy it 
as pure fantasy. There's nothing to learn here. 



Quadrastate (Rephlex) ■ 

808 State are the forgotten band of late 
Eighties Manchester. Selling out 1 2,000 
capacity arenas, and pumnneling the charts 
with a fistful of hits that bent nnusic all out of 
shape, they were very much one of the key 
bands of the era, perhaps the one band who 
truly did nnix rock and dance.The re-release 
of Quadrastate-Xhe'n 1 989 twelve-inch, 
now extended to a full length CD - is a timely 
reminder of their originality. Starting out in 
1 987, Graham Massey's group quickly 
assimilated Acid House, making thundering 
anthems that were timeless, and limitless in 
their breadth of vision. Paving the way for 
The Prodigy and the Chemical Brothers, 808 



State were pioneers, very much part of Acid 
House culture, but fantastically blunt and 
Northern about their own individual vision. 
Keytrack'Pacific State' still sounds 
breathtaking, as it washes over you like 
those white dove Es used to, a rollicking and 
beautiful piece of music. . 
John Robb 



AllezAllez 



Best Of AllezAllez (Eskimo) 

One benefit of the continued re-evaluation of 
the early Eighties punk-funk movement is 
that it shines new light on some previously 
hidden gems.This compilation of tracks from 
Brussels-based new wavers AllezAllez comes 
with remixes by modern day luminaries such 



as Optimo and Lindstrom & PrinsThomas; 
interestingly though, it's the original versions 
that are the most immediate.The vocals of 
Sarah Osbourne - at times as coldly 
menacing as a 'She's Lost Control'-era Grace 
Jones - create a dramatic tension when 
combined with the dancefloor friendly 
groove of tracks like 'African Queen' and 
'AllezAllez'. Osbourne was later to play a key 
part in the development of Detroit techno - 
most notably appearing on Carl Craig's 
seminal 'Crackdown' and the grossly under- 
rated 'AsTime Goes By (Sitting Under a Tree)'. 
If she had stayed with AllezAllez for a few 
more years the group may have been a 
household name by now. 
Stuart Aitken 



I 



The Apples In Stereo 



Electronic Projects For Musicians 
(Yep Roc) 

Like many indie obscurios, The Apples In 
Stereo's scarcer releases are something of a 
collectable commodity: releases like this 
compendium of such miscellanea might have 
the adverse effect ofwiping hundreds of 
pounds off the value of your Elephant 6 vinyl 
collection, but the music remains sweet. 
Apples In Stereo out-takes are mostly strong, 
amd addictively psychedelic, such as the 
synth-drowned moodiness of 'Golden 
Flower', with a chorus as lush as any sun- 
sipping AIS quirk-pop. this is an irresistible 
feast of oddities. 
Jonathan Falcone 
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beached boy 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 

Dennis Wilson 

Pacific Ocean Blue 

Bambu (The Caribou Sessions) (Sony BMG) 

It's kinda sad when bootlegs go legit, I think for 
Beach Boys fans more than anyone. I mean real 
Beach Boys fans: the ones who dig 'I'll Bet He's 
Nice' off Love You; the ones who own lost pre- 
Smile album Landlocked and can tell you by rote 
which tracks ended up on 'proper' releases but 
in different forms; the ones with a dodgy copy 
of Pacific Ocean Blue, and the fabled 'boner' 
version of 'Wild Situation' off Bambu (which 
this tasteful re-ish fades out before the "She got 
it hard..." last line). For those of us who got 
through our twenties applying The Beach Boys 
like a balm, like surreptitious codeine and strategic 
band-aids, the bootlegs' scratchy, often icky 
intimations of the real perverted psychic truth 
behind this most sublime, tragicomic pop group 
were intrinsic to our relationship with them. I never 
wanted Brian's definitive Smile to come out. I liked 
all my other versions so much better. 

But for more well-balanced listeners, this 
deluxe re-packaging of the Beach Boys drummer's 
Seventies solo albums will do little to diminish 
the cult of Dennis, the Wilson family wild-card. 
The looks of the band, a big rangy dude with 
a sad-eyed smile and an unmannered, ursine voice, 
Dennis surfed (for real) and partied hard, opted out 
of the band's Machiavellian manipulations of poor 
genius Brian, wrote a song with Charles Manson, 



dated Fleetwood Mac's Christine McVie and died, 
young-ish, shitfaced and falling off a boat, in 1 983. 
If Brian represents for thwarted childhood, Dennis 
opted for a prolonged and decadent young- 
manhood, replacing LSD, sandpits, food and 
fantasy with booze, coke and pussy - and in the 
process, almost as if by accident, writing some of 
the Wilson family's most poignant love songs. 

Given the myth - and the songs, some of them 
- it's no surprise that Dennis Wilson's status as 
The Beach Boys' priapic anti-hero has transmuted 
into that of neglected auteur in his own right. 
As much of Pacific Ocean Blue attests, though, 
Dennis' talent was based in a kind of beautiful 

A West Coast backdrop 
both elemental and 
achingly fake, like 
crashing waves reflected 
in aviator shades 

artlessness, a consistent naivety that lifelong 
membership of a dysfunctional mega-band 
seemed notto sully. When his songs started to 
turn up on Beach Boys' records, they breathed 
with a sincerity that the rest of the band were fast 
becoming too jaded to summon up. Fast-forward 
to '77, and that sincerity and artlessness are 
married to man-sized power ballads, tinged with 
soft-rock, gospel and funk and set against a West 
Coast backdrop both elemental and achingly fake, 
like crashing waves reflected in aviator shades. 



Like many inexplicably moving records, Pacific 
Ocean Blue works with limited, cliched ingredients, 
simple lyrics full of water (rainbows, rivers, the 
titular ocean) and break-up/make-up ("//o\/e you/' 
he creaks. "/ really do. . . I'm sorry. . . I miss you. . . "). 

Melodies and arrangements are large-scale and 
widescreen, with occasional structures of baroque 
beauty ('Moonshine', 'Thoughts Of You') and 
gospel ecstasy, while rarities fans will like extra 
track 'Tug Of Love', a Carl Wilson-ish oddity with 
gently whistling synths. A few drinks in, and Pac/f/c 
Ocean Blue's woozy, hazy weight makes sense, 
always: crass, sentimental and self-pitying as it can 
seem, it's nonetheless the unadulterated sound of 
a heart heavy with love, but drawn to scared self- 
sabotage, again and again. 

But aborted follow-up project Bambu is what 
happens next to a heart like that, and it's pretty 
instructive. Classic ballads struggle out, 'Love 
Remember Me' and 'It's Not Too Late', Wilson 
coaxing a ruined larynx up to a woozy high note 
on the chorus. But it is too late, that's the awful 
and beautiful thing, and elsewhere the album 
showcases Wilson's taste for, well, bad taste, as 
the slurring singer serenades a schoolgirl in a way 
a man his age shouldn't oughta, and treats a lucky 
lady to his aforementioned 'Wild Situation'. 

Yet, as his thickened voice asks 'Are You Real?' 
and a hired choir coos like a heat-haze over his 
lazy piano,you sense that Dennis Wilson's sadness 
was one that all the sunshine, sex and soft rock 
in California would neverfix-andthushe 
soundtracks our own unfixable hours and ocean- 
deep blues: unlikely martyr, dubious brother and 
big, dumb, doomed, beautiful badass, forever. 



The New Backwards (Threshold House) 

There have been a set of demos floating 
around the web of an album called 
Backwards, which Coil recorded atTrent 
Reznor's New Orleans studio in 1 994. The 
album was shelved, and some songs were 
used in different form on the Ape Of Naples 



shortly after Jhonn Balance's untimely 
death, and the remaining tracks have been 
reworked further into what will probably 
be the last major Coil release. 

They are on born again pagan form 
throughout, revving up from the murky 
psychedelic depths of dementia as Balance 
begs "God please fuck my mind for good " 



into the open roads of arcane rhythms and 
deliciously ecstatic electronics. Its intensity is 
scaled to match the epic peaks and troughs 
of Balance's lyrics, delivered with the fevered 
immediacy of a hellfire preacher whose 
church is the whole of nature, his shamanic 
sermons shrieked from demonic possession. 
Richard Fontenoy 



The Dresden Dolls 



No, Virginia (Roadrunner) \ 

In which Boston's panstick piano and drums 
duo unleash a mop-up compilation of 
rarities, unreleased songs and off-cuts from 
2006's Kes, Virginia sess\or\s, keeping the 
fanssated before Amanda Palmer's solo 
debut later this year. With their tales of 
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damaged lovers and poisonous ripostes from 
the depths of the dressing-up box, the Dolls 
remain atthe top of their genre-busting 
game. Much like the characters in their 
songs, they demand immersion, addiction 
and obsession, and they reward the listener 
in spades. Even on this nominal stop-gap 
release there's a brace of show-stoppers: the 
breakneck growler 'Lonesome Organist 
Rapes Page Turner', the jaunty misfit-revenge 
pop stomper 'Night Reconnaissance', the 
pin-dropping slow-burner 'The Gardener', 
andtheirwinning cover of the Psychedelic 
Furs' 'Pretty In Pink', in which Ms Palmer 
wrings every drop of bitterness from the 
underrated lyrics: "The one who insists he 
was first in the line/Is the last to remember 
her name ". Like all the best covers, it could 
pass as their own song. 
Dickon Edwards 



The Flying Lizards 



The Flying Lizards (Zonophone) 

Basically, all you angularly elegant avant- 
gardists with avant-hard-ons and midi beats 
can all eat your artsy lil' hearts out because 
The Flying Lizards were there doing it before 
you were even born, let alone experimenting 
with your sexuality or hairstyle.The original 
art-rockers, pioneers of the post-modern 
cover song, inspired by Dada and Fluxus: 
sounds like the worst party in music history, 
feels like getting a head job from a rubber 
metronome while mackin' on Valium. The 
Lizards were all about the fluke and the 
Happening and banging the bass string with 
a big stick rather than buggering about with 
the likes of drummers or anything as crass 
as that, dragging the original pop archetypes 
through the mud but retaining the pop 
sensibility. So right and so wrong all at once, 
sexier than The Residents, and only 
occasionally turgid: required listening for the 
PoMoSexual metro-gnome troglodytes that 
run the secret pop factories underground. 
Jesse Darlin' 



Herbie Hancock 



Hear, Israel -A Prayer Ceremony 
in Jazz (Trunk) 

Just before he appeared on Miles Davis' In A 
Silent Way, Herbie Hancock was involved in a 
another, very different project. Unbeknown 
to most, the legendary pianist was part of a 
jazz supergroup assembled for a recording 
which encompassed the Jewish ritual of the 
Friday night service. Hancock, along with 
legends like Ron Carter, Grady Tate and the 
cream of New York's late Sixties jazz scene, 
recorded a session of compositions by 
17-year-old composer Jonathan Klein. Only 
a handful of records were pressed and sold - 
until today that is, Jonny Trunk bringing this 
set of dense, modal jazz to a wider audience. 
'Sanctification' highlights the tight interplay 
between drummerTate, Hancock's ever 
present piano and Jerome Richardson's sax. 
The stand out, though, is 'Kiddush', a 
gorgeous vocal piece that's really more 
Sunday morning than Friday night. 
Stuart Aitken 



Killing Joke 



Fire Dances (EMI) 

Following the death of bassist Paul Raven 
late lastyear, original Killing Joke member 
Youth has stepped into the breach for this 
year's world tour, supporting EMI's re-release 
of their back catalogue on limited-edition 
gatefold vinyl. Fire Dancespms 2005's 



brilliant remasters ofthe first three albums 
with new versions of 'Dominator' and 'The 
Gathering', as well as an entire Peel Session. 
The remastered album sounds brighter, the 
rhythm section more separate and driven, 
than the original (though since my copy's a 
battered and much-loved cassette that's not 
entirely surprising), while the purpose and 
challenge ofthe record remain pristine as 
ever. It's become customary to speak of Fire 
DaA?ce5 as Killing Joke's first later-period 
record, marking both Raven's debut and a 
newtheatricalitytoColman'svocal style; but 
its insistent tribalism successfully transforms 
the 'War Dance' of their eponymous debut, 
consolidates the experimental doom of 
What's THIS For?, and resolves the confusion 
of Revelations. No less influential, then, and 
far more expansive than the tougher sound 
of the first three albums. 
Petra Davis 



The Lines 



Memory Span (Acute) 

Small wonder that arch archivists Acute find 
The Lines such a fascinating proposition, 
as a breezeblock in the house that post-punk 
built. A number of songs on this long- 
awaited singles compilation, seem to predict 
REM, C86 and the more bombastic strain of 
British postpunk, often within one song. 
Trying to figure out which direction these 
constructs of chicken wire and febrile vocals 
were supposed to be pointing in is a mug's 
game. Time and again you'll be fooled into 
thinking that a hyperactive drum roll 
signposts a Gang Of Four knockoff, or some 
gloomy vocal reverb means a proto-goth 
direction this way comes. By 'Cool Snap', 
the title track of their 1 980 EP, the quartet 
reached into the same lucky dip of dub bass 
as many of their UK peers, while it wouldn't 
be outrageous to claim 'Nerve Pylon' 
invented The Stone Roses. It might be selling 
this fine collection short, however. 
Noel Gardner 



Mission Of Burma 



Signals, Calls and Marches / Vs /The 
Horrible Truth About Burma -The 
Definitive Editions (Matador) 

Burma emerged from Boston in the very 
late Seventies, with an expansive sound 
powered by brutal economy. Debonair 
bassist Clint Conley's pop tendencies and 
milky voice fought guitarist Roger Miller's 
discordant artsyness. Drummer Pete Prescott 
hit hard and specialised in guttural off-mic 
yelling. The trio traversed invisible member 
Martin Swope'sthin ocean of tape loops 
and lost noise. A nameless critic called 
them "Avant-garde music you could shake 
your fist to". 

The source material is unimpeachable, 
but Matador's loving packaging, and the live 
footage on accompanying DVDs does it 
justice. It's a rarely justified re-issue as soon 
as the perfect single of 'Academy Fight 
Song'/'Max Ernst' leads off the bulked-up 
first disc. Debut EP Signals. . . follows, and 
veers from Conley's deceptively simple 
'That's When I Reach For My Revolver' to 
Miller's paranoid guitar breakdown on 'Red'. 

Swope and Prescott come to the fore on 
Vs, a shimmering, schizophrenic globule of 
an album containing theWire-like anti- 
church rant 'New Nails' and the existentialist 
tour de force 'Mica'.They sound pretentious, 
but somehow the songs drip with amicable 
understatement, surprising openness. 
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Mudhoney 

Superfuzz Bigmuff- Deluxe Edition (Sub Pop) 

It's sometimes hard to hear Mudhoney's first two a 
and listen beyond your memories of late Eighties English 
journalist boosterism, though the idea ofthe Sub Pop team 
laughing their asses off at the music press's unthinking 
uptake of 'redneck Americana' made it almost worthwhile. But in their 
combination of irreverent humour, gruntingly heavy guitar-hedge riff- 
construction and a studiedly simplistic trash-pop/garage aesthetic, 
Mudhoney came across simultaneously dumb and smart, the ultimate 
combination for any rock group. They warranted a whole lot more than 
some cheap shots about hicks and flannel shirts. 

Superfuzz Bigmuff \Nds their first album, a six-shot mini that achieves 
breathless velocity from the word go: 'Chain That Door' keeps running itself 
off its tracks; the closer, 'In 'n Out of Grace', is rock at its most accelerated, 
epic and tribal. Both that song and the crawling, sex-sick 'Mudride' feature 
perfect examples of Mudhoney's greatest attribute: fantastic, duelling, fuzz- 
wah guitar solos. They kinda sound like they're crawling from Blue Cheer's i 
collective Butthole. This is a good thing. I 

This set also features the singles added to the original CD -the I 

vertiginous, definitive 'Touch Me I'm Sick', the lurid, barely checked fury of I 
'You Got it', their metalloid transfiguration of Sonic Youth's 'Halloween', and 
more - some demos, and a second disc of wild live recordings. Buy it for the 
Kings Of Leon fan in your life. They'll probably hate you for it, but hey-fuck 
them, anyway. 
Jon Dale 



Zi 



The Horrible Truth. . . is just that, 
exposing their live show as an intimidating 
mess of clatter and fury. One for existing fans, 
then, but 5/^/7a/s. . . and Vs remain singular, 
thrilling and essential. 
Thorn Gibbs 



TheTriffids 



Treeless Plain (Domino) 
The Black Swan (Domino) 
Beautiful Waste and Other Songs 
(Domino) 

I've spent way too long vacillating overThe 
Triffids, thinking I'm somehow obliged to 
'feel the quality' as every note of their 
pompous and self-regarding songs sticks 
firmly in my craw and refuses to dislodge. 
And yeah, I do 'get' that, while most of 
1980sAustralia was blowing Stock, Aitken 
and Waterman, or trying to out-lame Pseudo 
Echo, The Triffids might have sounded 
somehow significant, even profound - if you 
thought the rockism wars were only fought 
on English turf, then think again. But that 
shit's as irrelevant now as it should have 
been then, and peer accolades aside, time 
has not been kind to The Triffids. 

Treeless Plain suffers from the same 
mock-profundity that dogs Nick Cave's lesser 
works, and its leaden, earthy folk-country- 
rock is about as weak as the third-rate 
Americana-in-Oz scenarios McComb details 
in the lyrics. 7"/?e^/ac/:5i/i/aA? is an absolute 
folly, with 'Falling Over You"s limp, faux 
hip-hop its nadir. Beautiful Waste compWes 
early singles and EPs, and thankfully doesn't 
need to make the kinds of sweeping 
statementsTheTriffids reserved for their 
albums. There was a time, early in TheTriffids' 
career, when David McComb could write a 
great, unassuming pop song: 'Beautiful 
Waste' is about the only example on these 
discs. So listen to that, the gorgeously 
intimate 'Raining Pleasure', and The Black 
Swan's sweetly brutal kiss-off 'Goodbye 
Little Boy', and forget the rest. 
Jon Dale 



overground's obsession withTropicalia was 
'his arsenal', a way of deflecting attention 
from the wealth of non-Tropicalia psych/ 
rock/pop from Brazil. And yeah, there is 
something quite heroic and contrary about 
Votel's never-ceasing drive to dig the deepest 
crate, particularly when he finds records by 
Novos Baianos, Os Brazoes and Sidney Miller 
(who dominate thisTechnicolorjump-cut of a 
mix disc). The lack of self-consciousness of 
most of the acts on Brazilika means the 
songs are more whimsically playful than the 
'careful carefree' of Tropicalia; it also means 
these artists can get their cheese on with 
relatively gum-free results. Brazilika s a 
sweet collection of second-tier psychedelia, 
brain-blatting funk and Seventies exotica 
from a tip that ain't yet stopped swabbing. 
Jon Dale 



Zentralquartett 



Auf Der Elbe Schwimmt Ein Rosa 
Krokodil (Intakt) 



AndyVotel 



Brazilika (Far Out) 

There's a fantastic moment in Andy Votel's 
liner notes for Brazilika v\ihere he claims the 



Doppelmoppel 



Outside This Area (Intakt) J 

It's forty years since German sax-punisher 
Peter Brotzmann unleashed his free-jazz 
behemoth. Machine Gty/7- a masterpiece 
that many consider to be the first all- 
European jazz record. These two German 
releases are ripples in the aftermath of that 
mighty explosion. Zentralquartett 's sax, 
trombone, piano and drums line-up comes 
close to a conventional jazz group, and there 
are moments on this reissue from 1 976 
when they approach ecstatic free-jazz 
histrionics. But it's interesting to see how far 
fromjazzthey'd already moved by then. This 
is miraculously close, four-way Improv that 
goes out of its way to avoid the obvious in its 
investigations of timbre over tune. On 'Mehr 
AusTeutschen Landen,' the quartet puts 
even more of a Euro stamp on the jazz 
tradition, turning Germanic folk tunes into a 
playful, rolling skronk-dance full of joyous 
energy. But Doppelmoppel goes even further 
out, with two trombones and two guitars 
switching nimbly from abrasive, hyperactive 
brawls to intense meditations on extended 
technique, the horns snuffling, growling and 
snorting like angry pigs. Gripping stuff. 
Daniel Spicer 
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calling down angels 



Words: Emily Bick 
Photography: Cat Stevens 



Stormclouds gather and minds falter in You May Need A Murderer, the new 
documentary film about Minnesota's Low. Plan B meets the band's Alan 
Sparhawk to talk sanity, fatherhood and the end times 



The first thing you notice about David Kleijwegt's 
film about Low, You May Need A Murderer, is how 
suited his photography is to their music: It's quiet, 
damning, skewed, alive. Roads roll by, skylines, 
grasses, trees. The Statue Of Liberty makes an 
appearance, no longer some gaudy beacon but 
like an abandoned sports trophy, peeking out from 
overgrown crabgrass in a vacant lot. 

Low's music is calm, but never narcotic. Theirs 
is the music that comes after the apocalypse, when 
the worst things you could have imagined have 
happened, and it's all there. All possible worlds 
staring you in the face, and you have to look back, 
without blinking. The struggle always continues. 

This film gets that, and it's strangely comforting. 
As a band. Low are rare in combining contradictions 
so that whatever opposing facets they bring to 
songs do not cancel, but define each other, like 
mountains and canyons on a map. Frontman Alan 
Sparhawk is a bundle of complexity, too. Mormon, 
husband and father, politically liberal (Kleijwegt calls 
it a " European avant-garde" sensibility) and small- 
town American. He's concerned about the state of 
the world, and of its end. 

Bits of this film are rough going, especially the 
scene where Sparhawk tells of a breakdown he had 
a fewyears back- an episode during which, atone 
low point, he decided he was the Antichrist. In lesser 
hands, this could easily have turned into the kind 
of film that you see on Channel 4, where snake- 
handling Pentecostals are set up like a cardboard 
Springer-esque shooting gallery. But Kleijwegt's 
film is not only smarter; it works because there's 
a lot of respect on both sides. From the start, 
Sparhawk told Kleijwegt, '"I'm a drug addict, and 
a Mormon, and Idon'twantthismovieonlytobe 
about that. " ' Kleijwegt agreed - after all, this was 
about the musicfirst. "I had to be able to lookAlan 
in the eye, " Kleijwegt says. He was concerned about 
showing the church and breakdown segments late 
enough in the film so that no one could dismiss 
Sparhawk, or his music, on stereotypical grounds. 

I was able to ask Sparhawk about the film at a 
recent show by his other band. Retribution Gospel 
Choir. Lately, some of Low's music has gotten 
darker, more political. 2007's Drums And Guns is full 
of songs that can be read as indictments of both the 
Iraq war and consumerist complacency. Can be 
read, not can only be read. No agitprop here. Take 
'Pretty People', a sinuous memento mori where 
Sparhawk keens a list of "All the pretty people. . . 
they're all gonna die!" It's awful and true and 
liberating because someone's actual lysa/c//Y. 
Sparkhawk elucidates: " It maybe comes back to 
religion, and one's beliefs that maybe it is the end 
times, believing that it is apocalyptic. . . " 

Do you think that we're in the end times? 

"Well, yeah... not getting nitpicky about when, 
you know, is it now, or tomorrow...?" 

No one knows the day or hour. . . 

"Yeah, it's 201 2 when the Mayan calendar runs 
out... I can only hope that, I don't know. I mean. 



believing. . . recognising that and being OK with that 
in a certain way and being able to live with that. . . 
the truth will set you free. If you have not so much 
an understanding but a peace with the future, and 
that peace can come many ways. I don't think that 
sitting around waiting for the end of the world is 
a fruitful waiting, for the end." 

What about people who want to bring it on... 
who want war in Israel, to bring on the rapture? 

"Oh, they're obviously wrong! To bring on the 
apocalypse, to instigate something that will bring 
on this prophetic ending...! don'tthinkthat's what 
we're supposed to be doing. ! think that's why God 
made an end, and Ithinkthat's why God doesn't tell 
us when it is happening." 

So we can't anticipate it? 

"Well, yeah, because if we anticipate it, 
everybody'd be thinking about how much time 
we've got left, instead of doing good, or being a 
good parent, or whatever." 

Later, I ask Kleijwegt what his own feelings 
about the apocalypse are. "Alan says that. . .1 don't 
know. I think I heard that one before. And the funny 
thing is that. . .Alan says that, and more or less the 
same time his two children are walking across the 
parking lot. . .1 think if you see how constructive the 



At one low point, 
Sparhawk decided he 
was the Antichrist 



music of Low really is, and if you see how Alan 
writes lyrics, [songs like] 'Dinosaur Act' or 'Two Step' 
- in those songs, you get some sort of glimpse, 
because it juxtaposes those things." 

In this film, and in life, Sparhawk comes across as 
deeply committed to everything he tangles with. His 
music is not his religion - his religion is his religion - 
but he seems to integrate every force in his life so 
that it's all holy. He's a small, wiry guy, but when he 
talks about the way you can feel what you're playing 
onstage as it ripples through an audience and they 
give it back- his conviction fills the room. 

If Low is bracing for (and seeking comfort after) 
the inevitable, then Retribution Gospel Choir is its 
opposite, jumpy rage -the hope that some things 
might not be inevitable. It's cocky- both in the sense 
of being all-male, and because the whole album is 
full of the kind of music that guys with more car and 
road and time than actual power have listened to 
since the dawn of FM radio, as they go cruising, 
picking fights. But when I saw Retribution Gospel 
Choir play, their set was raucous and gleeful, 
complete with a Ziggy Stardust cover and audience 
members (not me) calling for them to take their tops 
off. Contradictions again, and wonderfully so. 
Maybe Kleijwegt should film a sequel. 



Wild Combination: 

A Portrait Of Arthur Russell 

Dir Matt Wolf, 2008 

"I had a sort of crush on Arthur There was something 
that he exuded that was both delicate and exquisite- 
minded and youthful, and at the same time oddly 
reticent"- Mien G'msberg 

Seeing Ginsberg speak at a memorial service 
for Arthur Russell at St Mark's Church, NYC, shortly 
after his death, is one of the many highlights of this 
new documentary about the visionary avant-garde 
cellist. During his lifetime Russell shunned the 
limelight, creating a enigmatic persona - and body 
of work - that almost defied definition, so watching 
the archive footage that runs throughout Wolf's film 
feels like a rare privilege. We see Russell during early 
performances at The Kitchen (" He was one of the more 
eccentricofourcommunity," notes Philip Glass), or 
self-consciously working his way through folk tunes 
armed with a bowl cut and an acoustic guitar. 
Elsewhere, we see films of family holidays which 
Russell would later sing about in tunes like 'That's 
Us/Wild Combination'. 

Aside from the mass of music he left behind, these 
rare glimpses of Russell - along with some 
photographs and a snippet of a taped message he sent 
his parents in the early Seventies - were the only 
source materials available toWolf.And so, fittingly, 
it is left to others to tell Russell's story. As someone 
who has interviewed Chuck and Emily Russell several 
times and been moved by their sense of pride at their 
son's quiet achievements, it is a delight to see them on 
screen in their home town of Oskaloosa. Both freely 
admit they didn't always understand Arthur - they 
certainly didn't always understand his music (as Chuck 
says: "I call it music you can't really tap your feet to.") 
Nevertheless, their homespun manner both reflects 
and contrasts with the sentiment and sensitivity of 
Russell's lyrics. Chuck says: " I called him one day and 
said 'Charlie, have you ever had the idea you'd like to 
come back to Oskaloosa and go into the insurance 
business with me?' It didn't take him long to say 'No, 
I don't think I'll ever come back to the prairies'." 

Yet in an odd way Russell never fully left the 
prairies. Even in the midst of New York's disco scene, 
the corn-belt still haunted his music. It feels fitting 
that Russell's long-term partnerTom Lee makes the 
emotional journey back there at the end of the film. 

This is a film about many things. It is the story of 
one man's obsession with sound. As DavidToop notes: 
"Arthur was creating a kind of Utopia. There was a 
compulsion to keep re-making this world - and this 
world was very, very complicated." It is also a film 
about the tragedy of AIDS. Ernie Brooks comments, 
"His gifts were increasing as his strength was leaving 
him". Yes, there are still some stones left uncovered - 
we could have learnt more about Russell's legacy to 
dance music, for example. But that is for another day: 
most of all, this is a film about love. 

www.arthurrussellmovie.com 
Stuart Ait ken 
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The Gila Monster Jamboree 

"/ understand that the Show will be held outdoors at 
a remote desert location under primitive conditions 
and I expressly assume any and all of the risks arising 
out of my attending the Show. " 
- Liability Release form signed by patrons of the Gila 
Monster Jamboree 

In December 1 984, Sonic Youth traveled out to Los 
Angeles to play their first shows on the West Coast. 
The opening date would prove an unforgettable 
experience. 

The Gila Monster Jamboree was the brainchild of 
promoter Stuart Swezey, whose Desolation Centre 
organisation specialized in arranging concerts in 
unusual locations. The Jamboree was the second of 
three guerrilla festivals Swezey organised in the 
Mojave Desert. Savage Republic, Los Angeleno 
post-punks fusing drone, tribal industrial rhythms 
and hypnotic, psychedelic guitar noise, headlined 
the first show alongside the Minutemen. "We 
rented out two school buses and a generator and 
played on the dunes of a dry lakebed, " remembers 
Minutemen bassist Mike Watt. 

Sonic Youth performed atthe middle show, on 
the nightof January 5, 1985, sharing the bill with 
the Meat Puppets, Los Angeles teen trash rockers 
Redd Kross, and a local psychedelic punk group 
called Psi-Com. "We went to this weird goth guy's 
house the day before, to check out the drum kit I'd 
be borrowing," remembers Bob Bert, SY drummer. 
"The place was full of wild reptiles. He was the 
singer of Psi-Com; years later, I would realize he was 
Perry Farrell of Jane's Addiction . " 

"Gila Monster was a pirate thing," explains Cris 



blown away," remembers Mike Watt. "We thought 
we were trying adventurous stuff - we were 
influenced by Wire and The Pop Group, but we'd 
grown upon Blue Oyster Cult and Creedence and T 
Rex- but I gotta tell you, when Sonic Youth came 
along, we felt like Chuck Berry! Thurston was 
putting screwdrivers into his guitar, they were 
playing strange tunings. I rememberthey hada 
book full of their tunings, before they had roadies. 
They didn't have cases for their guitars either, they 
justslungthem in the van, under a shelf. It had a 
pretty profound effect on us: like, wow, these cats 
are light years ahead of us. I didn't know anything 
about Glenn Branca and all that, until I spoke to 
Thurston." 

Thurston had already struck up a faltering postal 
relationship with Watt. The Minutemen ran their 
own label New Alliance, distributed by SST, and had 
released a seven-inch and LP entitled Feeble Efforts 
and Mighty Feeble, compilations of avant and 
experimental music from underground LA; Thurston 
loved these records so much he wrote to Watt. 

"What really tripped me out was, he'd seen the 
Voidoidsa bunch," adds Watt. "Richard Hell was 
my first punk rock hero, a bass player who led his 
own band. Thurston had seen him in person, had 
seen a lot of shows in New York City; his first-hand 
accounts were mind-blowing. That first night we 
just talked and talked and talked, and I couldn't get 
over it, his knowledge of music. . .And it continues, 
whenever I talk to him, I'm still learning." 

While on the West Coast, the group stopped by 
Radio Tokyo, a local studio oft-frequented by Black 
Flag, to record a couple of new songs with producer 
and studio-owner Ethan James, a former member of 



over warm flannel shirts, their heavy boots leaving 
footprints in the desert sand. A camera crew were 
on hand to film the event, tripping audience 
members staggering in front of the lens and 
standing there for a while, oblivious. Still, the crude 
footage captures some sense of this anarchic event. 

They opened with a brutal lunge through 
'Brother James', Kim soon ditching her bass to holler 
with hands clutching the microphone, guitars 
swooping and squalling about her while, for a 
snarling 'Kill Yr Idols', Thurston throttled his beat-up 
thriftstoreTelecaster with glee. During a brief tune- 
up lull, Kim called for "one beer for the band, one 
sip," while Lee asked the crowd gathered in close 
around them whether everything sounded "totally 
fucked up?". Ayelled reply of "No!" signaled a 
swing through some Bad Moon material: the 
kaleidoscopic bruise of 'Brave Men Run', a dizzying 
'Death Valley 69' that almost buckled under its 
chaotic attack. The psychedelic love posie 'I Love Her 
All The Time' bubbled up from a din of strobing, 
inventive guitar abuse, Thurston rubbing and 
striking a drumstick thrust under his strings with 
another drumstick, and singing while the camera 
gazed on Kim, bathed in purple floodlight and 
punching away at her bass with severe focus. For 
'I'm Insane', Lee hammered at old automobile 
wheel-hub by way of percussion; 'Flower', another 
song recorded at Radio Tokyo, opened with Kim 
accompanied only by Bob's drums, Lee and 
Thurston off in the shadows, hastily preparing their 
guitars. 

"I remember a bunch of bonfires scattered 
amongst the crowd," says Bob. "It was a fabulous 
show, a surreal and chilly night." As droning. 



Their debut performance flooded the Calif ornian desert 
with the artful chill, the kinetic might of their super- 
evolved New York no wave 



Kirkwood of the Meat Puppets, "the kind of thing 
we used to play in Arizona, where people would 
bring kegs. But Stuart did it on a much larger scale." 
The generator and crappy PA system were set up at 
Skull Rock, a knoll deep in the Mojave desert, eight 
miles from Joshua Tree. The operation was entirely 
illicit, conducted as far under authority radar as 
possible; for $7.50, attendees received tickets with 
directions to a booth in nearby Victorvillle, where 
they would me given a map directing them to the 
location. "The last stretch of road to the concert site 
will be on unmaintained, rocky dirt road," warned 
the handout. "You car should be in good repair- 
especially your suspension and spare tyre. " 

"It was well lit, because itwas full-moon," 
remembers Kirkwood. "Clear viewing, you can go 
hiking around, you don't need a flashlight or 
nothin'. It's real nice. You were surrounded by the 
desert, you kinda had to sneak in. There was slippery 
stuff going on all around; there were 500 people 
there, and I think a lot of them were on LSD. There 
was this bizarre feeling of paranoia. Loads of people 
werejustsitting there going, 'woooah, woooah', 
tripping in the desert, all these punk rockers from 
LA. It was a pretty SST-heavy affair. Like I said, we're 
all friends. Redd Kross, Sonic Youth, all the 
attendant freaks from SST It wasn't real loud, itwas 
pleasant." 

Thurston Moore had caught a show by the 
Minutemen during an earlier trip to Los Angeles, 
sneaking into Californian nightclub The Music 
Machine by pretending to be a local journalist. 
When the Youth played the Anti Club, the 
Minutemen returned the favour. " Me and 
[Minutemen singer/guitarist] D Boon were pretty 



Sixties proto-metal psychedelicists Blue Cheer 
(whose brutishly loud blues rock din was a distant 
Californian echo of the MC5), who later produced 
many crucial West Coast hardcore albums. 
'Hallowe'en' evoked the doomy lull of Bad Moon 
Rising, a muted tremble of tambourine and tom- 
tom, deeply psychedelic guitar rasps coiling about a 
Kim Gordon vocal inspired by a Black Flag 
performance and, in particular, frontman Henry 
Rollins. Confusion, sex and a whole jumble of other 
nebulous themes lurk in the foreground, as Kim's 
lyric dissected and drank in Rollins' performance - 
and, more so, the erotic thrill of being a voyeur of 
said performance - with similar acuity to her lauded 
essay on a Public Image Ltd show at New York's Ritz, 
published \r\Artforum in 1 981 as 'I'm Really Scared 
When I Kill In My Dreams'. "And I don't know what 
you wanna do, and you're looking at me with your 
big dark eyes, and you're rubbing your body " 
murmurs Gordon, but the focus is as much on her 
response, their interaction, as his actions, unraveling 
the seduction of performance, and Gordon's 
attraction. "It's the devil in me, makes me stare at 
you, " she whispers, "Fucking with me, as you slither 
up to me, your lips there, slipping, twisting at my 
insides, and singing on. " 

It was dark at Skull Rock by the time Sonic Youth 
started playing. "The high desert can get real cold in 
the winter at night," warned the directions to the 
Jamboree. "We recommend you bring extra 
sweaters, jackets, gloves, hats, etc." The group had 
clearly heeded the advice, Kim wearing thick black 
leggings under a dress, under a hooded top pulled 
over her head, while the boys wore thick sweaters 



howling tape loops from Bad Moon Rising screamed 
from the PA system. Sonic Youth lurched into a final, 
savage careerthrough 'Burning Spear', Thurston 
and Lee scaring up fierce and caustic din with their 
guitars, screwdrivers, drumsticks and power-drill, 
collapsing moments after the first verse into chaos, 
band-members crouched in the sand beating 
strange noises out of their instruments, before the 
stuttering, distorted voice of Iggy Pop singing 'Not 
Right' materialized into earshot. Sonic Youth's 
maiden voyage to the West Coast had been a 
success, forging a connection they'd failed to make 
during the Savage Blunder, initiating a dialogue with 
the wider underground scene in America. But their 
debut performance was a resolutely one-way 
conversation, flooding the Californian desert with 
the artful chill, the kinetic might of their super- 
evolved New York no wave. 

" People started getting stuck on their way out, " 
laughs Kirkwood, of the messy Gila Monster 
aftermath. "Others got too stoned and just hung 
out at Skull Rock. The cops showed up at dawn, just 
as the sun was coming up, and the stragglers got 
arrested. I'm sure we got paid, but I'm sure it wasn't 
much. Money was never an issue, especially not 
back then." 



From Psychic Confusion: The 
Sonic Youth Story by Stevie 
Chick, © Omnibus Press 2008, 
£16.95. Available from all 
good bookstores or on line 
from Musicroom.com. 
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OK, so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
yrself . Please quote your favourite here. 

"Queen Of Techno- which also implies some kind 
of diva attitude I definitely do not possess. I am just 
among inspiring artists whose gender is not 
important; it is the skills and the ability to network. " 

What is the biggest misconception about you? 

"That I am always representing the 'Berlin sound'. 
I was being ironic when I called my second album 
Berlinette. Of course, Berlin is my hometown, the 
place where I grew up, run my business, where my 
friends and family live; but nevertheless I am also 
a global person. I am travelling every weekend, in 
contact with so many people worldwide - and my 
music is more influenced by global networking and 
global sounds than just that bubble Berlin. So many 
talented artists came to Berlin, we cannot speak of 
one Berlin sound anymore." 

What was the most heinous lie you ever told in 
an interview? 

"I really have nothing to hide. We have a German 
saying: I do not need another bird's feather 
to fly." 



Do you read your own press releases? 

"Of course! readthem-loften write them on my 
own. As for what is published about me. . .hmm, not 
so often. There are some magazines I read, of course 
-when I am in them, I am curious. But I don't have 
the time to read all the articles about me. " 

What was your worst interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? What was the 
weirdest? 

"What I really don't like is when people ask me 
aboutthe beginning of my career- how I became 
a DJ, how I founded my label -you can read that 
everywhere on the web. It is really boring to answer; 
I feel like a record with a scratch on it. 

Photoshoots are more difficult. I hate it when 
I get shot in that heroin-look, or when photos are 



'I do not need 
another's bird feather 
to fly' 



photoshopped too much. Sometimes I see photos 
of me where I look dead. All my nature, my natural 
look has gone." 

Has music criticism ever actually helped 
improve yr work, even only in spotting a 
mistake or providing a second opinion? 

"I wouldn't say it has improved my work, I never 
did music for others. I am a DJ first and I make tracks 
that improve my sets. I have a totally different 
understanding of the structures of a track than 
a non-DJ producer. 

"Further, I use my music as some kind of channel 
to memorise my experiences - in my own language 
(music) and my own point of view (more minimal at 
the moment). And that is developing, evolving and 
changing of course, because networking is more 
relevant to me than staying inside of my own 
bubble. I really watch what happens around me." 

If you were a music magazine editor, who 
would you feature and why? Who would you 
put on the cover? 

"Oh, there are many people. AGF, for example, 
a Berlin-based producer and a friend of mine. 
She was co-producing my new album, 5oo/and 
it has been a pleasure to work with her- an amazing 
woman, an inspiring artist and an exceptionally 
gifted writer! And some fashion designers of 
course. Maybe ! would highlightthe back end of 
our creative industry, such as booking agencies, 
galleries, the people at my office." 

Do you ever Google yourself? What's the best/ 
worst/weirdest experience resulting from this? 

"Everyone does! The interesting thing is that there 
are nearly 800,000 pages to be found, WOW! Fans 
really like to dedicate stuff to me -videos, poems, 
bags, pictures - so many nice gifts over the years. " 

What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed? 

"First I had to avoid being caged in that electro/ 
Eighties look - that style was too much for me. Later 
we had heroin-look vs poppy stuff. I tried to avoid 
both. I stay away from too obvious hypes. " 

Are there any territories where you've never 
had any success? 

"Yes, of course - 1 never entered the mainstream, 
I never got in the charts. But I never intended to. 
I do notthink my music is for the mainstream, lam 
fine with my independent network! " 

What product/service/organization would you 
allow your music to advertise and why? What 
kind of film and/or scene would you most like 
your music to soundtrack? 

"A design company, with very minimal objects. 
And city marketing in Berlin, but only among 
other Berlin-based artists. No car company, no big 
industry. Soundtrack? A David Lynch movie or some 
art installation, where I do very reduced and abstract 
stuff for the background - eg for Eve Sussman 
(Roebling Hall gallery, NY)." 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing 
a fan has done to impress you? 

" Hm. Once, one came up with a flower on the stage 
while I was DJing - he gave me that in front of the 
whole crowd and made me feel really shy. What is 
insane is when people brown-nose at me about my 
style, my beauty, my whatever -that is too much for 
me. I do not need to hear that day and night, really. " 

What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? What was your answer? 

"How do you feel to be a woman in the man's 
world? My answer was: lama man too." 
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Open wide and smack your lips for honeyed words, 
homely tunes, and other refined countryside fun as Plan B 
ladles up ATaste Of End Of The Road Festival 2008 



Woodpigeon 

Home As A Romanticised Concept 

How better to begin than that title? Listen to 
the track, I guess, a softly-does-it tale of 
feeling unsettled, sung shyly by the quiet kid 
at a party, with snare shuffles and twinkles. 

Bon Iver 

Skinny Love 

Justin Vernon has pipes to outshine even TV 
On The Radio's TundeAdebimpe. This, a 
highlight of his unfeasibly good For Emma, 
Forever Ago, does sweet regret and 
makes you feel sorry for every dumb thing 
you ever did. 

Low 

Breaker 

Plucked from 2007's Drums And Guns, 
Breaker is a killer, a creeper, a slider. Let Low 
into your life, and let them sing your slow 
death with quiet voices and church organ. 

Mercury Rev 

Opus 40 

We would all be doomed without the Rev. 
We'd have none of: Spanish candles, Persian 
poems, collapsing on the ocean floor. Let the 
imagery transport you, the string-lifted 
grandiosity, the pop sensibilities, the 
whistling -the fucking organ solo! 

Magnolia Electric Co 

Farewell Transmission 

Gimme a Neil Young circa Harvestswing and 
awarblingTimBuckleyvocalandl'llshow 
you music made for sunshine.This is old- 
school Woodstock, rainbows, cold cans of 
Woodpecker cider, wearing a vest and 
smoking way too much marijuana. 

Micah PHinson 

We Won't Have To Be Lonesome 

If you've ever felt elated after finding a 
bedmate, and realised that you'd been 
depressed alone, but knew that in hindsight 
you don't regret it, because you lived through 
it, coped, and are older, and wiser, you'd 
sound like this. If you emitted noise. 

Mountain Goats 

SaxRohmer#l 

John Darnielle is the most creative of souls. 
This, from Heretic Pride, puts on show 
anguished lyrical dexterity, pirate 
undertones, and ship-shape hope. He's been 
away, but he's coming home, real soon. 



Two Gallants 

Despite What You've Been Told 

Always, they do what they do, but that's a 
recommendation. This San Franciscan duo 
are self-hating sorts, but display such punchy 
spirit you know they'll bounce back. 

Devon Sproule 

Old Virginia Block 

Hillbillyviolin and double-bass funkcouldn't 
be more naturally sweetened by Sproule's 
vocal - untainted by those smoky bars and 
bad men she's been hanging out with. 

Billy Childish With Thee 
Headcoats 

Again And Again 

Here clangs a living renaissance man. 
Childish has the 'tude, the tash, the 
principles, the gumption, and the bollocks. 

Jeffrey Lewis 

Systematic Death 

On 12 Crass Songs, the king of New York 
antifolk is pissed with the system and wants 
to tell it his own way. The crudest slice from 
the record gets the point across emphatically. 

Akron/Family 

Phenomena 

So long as you like your riffs heavy, your rock 
classic, so long as you dig your psychedelia 
and your investigations into the 
metaphysical, you've got a place here. 

A Hawk And A Hacksaw 

God Bless The Ottoman Empire 

Jeremy Barnes and HeatherTrost's music 
makes merry with the traditionals of Eastern 
Europe. A display of outrageous talents, more 
than worthy of your admiration. 

Calexico 

The News About William 

Two and a half minutes of Spanish-inflected 
instrumental brings sad tidings. William is 
lost, no doubt, but alive - not that such news 
is of much comfort to his widowed mother. 

Dirty Three 

Sister LetThemTryAnd Follow 

Warren Ellis is 1 times more than a Bad 
Seed. His violin hits tearful, evocative peaks, 
and Jim White drums with the art and craft of 
an ancient basket weaver. 

www.endoftheroadfestival.com. 




Of course, every issue of Plan B is its own reason to 
subscribe, but we additionally have a warm, deep and 
abiding need to give. And so, this month's subscriber offer 
is heavy with extreme edification in the form of The Empty 
Page: Fiction Inspired By Sonic Youth, published by the 
redoubtablycountercultural Serpent's Tail. The first 20 
to subscribe will get a free copy, thence unblossoming 
intothecoolest in school. 



To qualify for 

this offer please 

mention PB34 

on the back of 

your cheque or 

in the Paypal 

comments box. 




"You might say tinat the twenty some-odd years of Sonic Youth song titles, tal<en 
as a whole, tell a vision of sorts, adding up to their own little cosmology after all 
these years. A universe willed into existence. Enter thru song title after song title 
to new windows on the world. . . 

"Twenty-one authors are presented here with Sonic Youth as some kind of 
unifying theory. Are they responding to the music itself? The work ethic? Some 
epiphany they had at a gig out in a cornfield somewhere, as we played on in the 
furious distorted bliss of rapturous feedback? 

"It doesn 't ultimately matter. . . Somehow the spirit of the band has been 
inspiring enough to these scribes that they've agreed to participate in this 
project. Empty pages? Or full of. . . what?!? Let's turn a leaf and see what they've 
come up with..." -LeeRanaldo 

The brave souls providing textual feedback: Hiag Akmakjian, Christopher 
Coake, Katherine Dunn, Mary Gaitskill, Rebecca Godfrey, Laird Hunt, Shelley 
Jackson, Samuel Ligon, Stewart Lee, J Robert Lennon, Emily Maguire, Tom 
McCarthy, Scott Mebus, Eileen Myles, Catherine O'Flynn, Emily Carter Roiphe, 
Kevin Sampsell, Steven Sherrill, MattThorne, Rachel Trezise, Jess Walter and 
Peter Wild. 



Subscriptions 

UK - 1 2 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price) 

EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 

Back issues 

UK-£4.00, EUairmail-£5.50 

Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

All issues are still available, apart from Issue 0. For 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 



Send cheques to: 
Plan B Publishing, 
156-158 Gray's Inn Rd, 
London, 
WC1X8ED,UK 
Or visit 

planbmag.com/order 
and pay by credit 
card, debit card 
or Paypal 
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PETER MOREN The Last Tycoon 
OUT NOW - CD / Digital 




THE DODOS Visiter 
OUT NOW - Digital 
14/07/08 - CD / Double Vinyl 








THOSE DANCING DAYS 

Run Run b/w Home Sweet Home 
07/07/08 - 7" / CD / Digital 




SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO 

Live In Japan 
07/07/08 - Limited CD 
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COMING SOON 

SMD "Sample and Hold: ADSR Remixed", CONOR OBERST "Conor Oberst", 
HER SPACE HOLIDAY "The New Kid Revival" and the new Wichita online shop 
launching soon at www.wichita-recordings.com/shop 






WichM 



